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Assembly
Ualitornia Legislature

April 27, 2009

Dear Friends,

We are proud to present the 2009 California Holocaust Memorial Book. For the past six
years, the California State Assembly has honored survivors during California Holocaust
Memorial Week in April. Through this project, California honors the lives and experiences of
the survivors of the Holocaust, gives remembrance to the millions who lost their lives, and works
to ensure that people understand the horror of genocide.

Inside this book you will find many powerful portrayals of courage and survival during
one of the most horrific periods in human history. Students participating in this project met
individually with Holocaust survivors throughout the State of California, in order to learn their
stories of survival and recount them in the essays presented in this book. The students forged
personal connections that facilitated a deep contextual understanding of Holocaust atrocities.
Through these interviews, many young Californians were able to gain an expanded appreciation
for the courage of Holocaust survivors who bravely endured so much suffering. Their heroism
will live on through the stories told in this book.

Survivors from throughout California are invited to sit with Assemblymembers on the
Assembly floor during the Holocaust Memorial Ceremony.

We are honored to have had the opportunity to coordinate this project, and we appreciate
the support and participation of the survivors, students and our colleagues. We are confident that
this project will continue to thrive as we celebrate those who have survived to tell their stories,
and seek to ensure that the Holocaust is never forgotten.

Sincerely,
e @) O L
MIKE FEUER IRA RUSKIN

Assemblymember, 42 District Assemblymember, 21* District
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Is honored to present the stories of
Holocaust survivors

David Keller Interviewed by Anna Bernstein and
Tomi Weissenberger

Luba Keller Interviewed by Victoria Herbert
Margot Lobree Interviewed by Devon Fernandez and

Audrey Harris
Edith Marx Trevino Interviewed by Valarie Makovkin
Ruth Willdorff Interviewed by Caitlyn Fernandez and

Lauren Meier
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Deavid Heller

By Anna Bernstein and Tomi Weissenberger

A Lifein the Shoes of David Kéller

This is an account of David Keller's story, detaglihis Holocaust experience and its
aftermath. He was born in a small town in Poland923, were he attended school until he was
13 years old. He then left his family’s farm nearrka and worked in a shoe store while his
brother attended Yeshiva. Unfortunately in 1941was taking a walk when the Nazis captured
him and dragged him into a Nazi controlled camp thas still under construction. This new
camp would later be known as Auschwitz. He wasgagsl to work on the Autobahn, working
long hours shoveling dirt to create the famous waad In the camp the prisoners were served
small rations of food at meal times. If they weadled back to work before they finished eating,
they were forced to leave what was left of theod@nd return to work. This forced prisoners to
eat very quickly, a habit that has stayed with @aceller to this day. The prisoners all slept in
unbearably crowded barracks. Mr. Keller says thatwas lucky to be able to work on the
Autobahn because the officers who watched overdnchthe other prisoners wanted them to be
healthy and strong so they could get a lot of wddke; therefore, they weren’'t as harshly
punished for as those working inside of the otherkwcamps. In order to avoid punishment and
possible extermination, he always obeyed the oBieed worked hard on the tasks that he was
given. He was moved from camp to camp, following thidening and construction of the
Autobahn highway. Days before the liberation, therrtans and the Russians were shooting at
each right outside of the camp. Bullets sometimew fthrough the camp accidentally, and
prisoners sometimes were shot.

While being transported to another camp by trisin, Keller was assigned to a train car
that was destined for a death camp where all octapd the car would be shot and killed upon
arrival. Miraculously, American soldiers intersattie train, and rescued Mr. Keller from the
car. If they had come a day later he would notlive #oday.

When American soldiers liberated his camp, he é&asksoldier to help him contact his
three uncles in Brooklyn, New York. He gave thedsal three letters, and the soldier mailed
them to his cousin on the Lower East Side of Maaaflhe soldier’s cousin happened to know
Mr. Keller’s relatives because they owned a restaiuwhere the soldier's cousin ate frequently.
After receiving the letter, Mr. Keller’s uncle cawted him immediately, asking him if he needed
clothes, money, or a place to live. He said tleetvianted nothing but to leave Europe and live in
the United States. At that time, they were notvailhg refugees into the United States, but three
months later, the embassy allowed to immigraténéoUnited States. It took seven more months
from the time he applied for residency until heafip arrived in New York City in 1947 on a
ship called the Marine Flasher.

In between the time he was liberated from the Namnd immigrating to the United
States, Mr. Keller lived in a relocation camp indaéing, Germany. Mr. Keller met Ms. Luba
Keller at the relocation camp. Ms. Keller was vavgak and almost dead when she was
liberated. She was bedridden at Feldefing for a lbme, but thankfully she recovered. They
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became friends, and when Ms. Keller wanted to gokb@ her hometown in Mr. Keller
persuaded her not to return. Anti-Semitism stithagned strong in Poland after the war and
many Jews were murdered when they returned to timewr occupied homes. Thankfully Ms.
Keller didn’t join the group heading back to Polasdmany of them were indeed murdered upon
their return. Mr. Keller’s relatives in America gawim the ability to register several people as
“family members” so they could also immigrate. drder to bring Ms. Lupa to America he
wrote on the registration form that she was hisewifhis is how they were legally married,;
although they did have a more traditional ceremswmyn after arriving in America. They sailed
from a sea port in Belgium to America in 11 dayslos Marine Flasher. While on the boat Ms.
Keller became sea sick, so Mr. Keller bought htilack market” grapefruit with part of the $10
they gave him when he boarded the ship. Upon thereal, he bought himself a shirt with the
remainder of his money. The Friday night of thenival, Mr. and Ms. Keller went to Shabbat
with their relatives. Ms. Keller said she did nalieve in God after seeing so many horrible
things during the Holocaust, but after arrivingAimerica and seeing all their relatives attending
Shabbat, she was able to believe that we do h@adahere in America.

Mr. Keller found work at his relative’s restauraag a busboy. Finding a job elsewhere
would have been very difficult because he onlyratéel school until he was 13 due to the
Holocaust, and he did not know a specific trade.wteked at the restaurant for 22 years,
eventually becoming the night manager. He quit witrennighttime hours became too difficult
maintain. Once he and his wife had children, slegp@iuring the day proved difficult. He
became the Labor Chief of his Union and worked hétel also gained a reputation for being
honest despite the constant corruption and brib@s businessmen looking to increase their
profits. Due to his honest and hard working repotatMr. Keller was promoted to a Business
Agent position. Even though some other Businessnéggwere not very friendly towards him
because of his honesty and work ethic, he stilkedrat the Union for 14 years. Mr. Keller says
that he is proud of his work at the Union becausealways did what was right, and with no
“monkey business.” He was a board member and legtdeis Sabbath in Brooklyn as well. Mr.
and Ms. Keller moved to California about 13 yeag®,aand they are both involved in local
community service.



Guba HKeller

By Victoria Herbert

Luba’'s Memoirs of the Holocaust

The Nazis first came to Luba’s town in Poland i829She was just 15 years old, but she
said she would never forget that day. Nazi plasweoped low over their town. She said,
“Mama, look at that!” but her mother told her tain the house. The next day, Saturday, the
Nazis came to their synagogue and made all of ¢wes Tome outside onto the main street.
Luba’s mother took her and her two sisters intoudding across the street to be safe. They
watched through a window as the Nazis brought tabbRout of the synagogue. The Polish
people screamed as the Nazis tied the Rabbi'sdedsarms. They tied a cloth across his mouth,
too. They started pulling at the Rabbi’'s beard. fiend told her to go home, but Luba wanted
to watch what was happening. She was so nervousshigawas biting her fingers. Once the
Nazis took a pail of water and poured it on theliRalkhead, she knew she didn’t want to watch
any longer. Luba took a shortcut and ran home. Wdengot home she screamed, “We don’t
have a God!” Her father told her not to say that$he kept saying it over and over again as she
cried. Her father slapped her when she said it, @rehtually she grew very tired so she hid
under the bed and fell asleep.

About two hours later she awoke to the stompindsteps of the Germans. They came
into her house to count how many people were inférmily. Luba’s youngest sister was three
years old and was frightened by the Nazis. Wherlitthe girl ran to her mother, the Nazis told
her not to. The girl kept pulling on her motherlsthes for help and the Nazis started to hit her.
The Nazis kept hitting the little girl and she bedaleeding. The mother pushed her down
because she did not want the Nazis to kill her bd@bgn the girl ran out the door and hid in the
garden. The Nazis could not find her, and so tly ‘@uf wiedersehen” and left. Luba’s family
searched and searched for her little sister buldcoot find her. They cried because they knew
that if she ran onto the main street in the frdrthe house, the Germans would kill her. Finally,
Luba’s brother found the little sister. For the hdxee days the little girl held on tightly to the
brother and did everything with him. She would gotnear her mother.

As time went on, the Germans visited the town eveggk. The second week they came,
they raided a closed shoe store. The owner oftre svas yelling, “What are you doing?” so
they killed him.

At that time Luba was still going to school. Thezi¢acame into the schools and asked
the Polish teachers how many Jews they had in thessrooms. At one school, the Nazis took
out all the Jewish girls and raped them. After tinatdent, a friend warned Luba’s family so
Luba and her siblings stopped going to school.

Three months later, while Luba was at a friend’sd® a truck came by. Nazis jumped
out of the truck and grabbed her. She was the gimlyamong the four Jews in the truck. The
other three were boys around the age of eighteerneteen. They were taken to a Polish farm
and given to the people who lived there as workeing Nazis told the Polish people to punish
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them because they were Jews. The women of the holdseld the boys to sleep in the chicken
coop and let Luba sleep in the foyer. The Jewis}s lutecided to leave the farm. A Polish man
told Luba he would walk with her because she ditmdw her way home. They walked for
hours and hours. Luba’s shoes were very uncomflertair they gave her terrible blisters. When
she got home, it was dark. The doors of her howee Vocked because her family was scared of
the Nazis. Luba yelled her name and they let heShe could not walk for weeks after that
because of how painful her blisters were.

A few weeks later, the Nazis came and made evegybothe out onto the main street.
They separated the Jews by age. Luba’s sistermtéieil7 to 19 age group. They told the Jews
to register and that the next day they would haveome and work. Luba’s mother was crying
and her sister didn’t want to go. Luba volunteeethke her sister’'s place. She thought that the
Nazis would mistake her for being older. The nest,dshe went with the Nazis. She remembers
being tossed up into a big truck because she cigdhin by herself. As the truck left, Luba
saw her mother in the street trying to reach hae Germans wouldn’t let her mother through.
Her mother fell down, weeping, and Luba knew thaswt. That was the end.

Luba was the youngest in her entire group. Thahtrilgey all had to sleep in barracks.
The next day they were woken up at six in the mm@gniThe Nazis took roll call and when they
got to Luba, Luba had to remember to say her &sterme. If she accidentally said her own
name, the Nazis would go kill her parents.

The Jews then had to wait in line for two hoursluhey were escorted to an ammunition
factory called Hasag. In the factory, Luba hadtémmg numbers onto bullet shells. She had to sit
hunched over and catch the bullets as they fellobfd conveyor belt. She was so afraid of
making a mistake because she knew that she wotlth ¢pgg trouble. Once, Luba accidentally
stamped one of her fingers. Every Sunday, Nazciaf8 would take away any injured Jews. At
the time, none of the Jews knew where they weneyTere being taken to Auschwitz to be
killed. Luba’s cousin’s friend was a guard at hemp. He saw that she was injured and told her
not to go with them. Instead, he took her to aingrstation that the Red Cross visited every
now and then. The guard told them to take caresofdo they bandaged her finger and gave her
some medication. She could not work the next dapibse her whole arm was hurting.

Luba worked in that factory for months. Two Jewsnan and a woman, came to the
camp. Their family was rich. They wanted to go hpswethey paid the Nazis to let them leave.
As the camp’s entrance and exit there were twof¢altes. The Nazis thought that if the other
Jews saw those two leave, they would try to esclpe.Nazis began digging a pit. The Nazi
guard let the two siblings through the first gdtet not the second. That day, the Nazis brought
all the Jews outside. In front of everyone theythkea rich, Jewish man to death and threw him
in the pit. They then pushed his sister into theapd buried her alive. One of the Nazi soldiers
said, “If you're going to try to run away, you’lhd up like these people.” The next day the Jews
were talking in the barracks. They were talkingwthehat happened to the man and woman, but
Luba was too afraid to say anything. The Jews didknow that the Nazi soldiers were outside
listening. They came in and took the young womamfithe top bunk, in the first row of the
barracks. They made everyone go outside and whé&h shoot the woman. One of the soldiers
said, “If you're going to talk, you're going to lpest like her.” From then on, no one talked.



Once, Luba went to the bathroom to wash the gre#fsef her hands before the next
meal. A soldier told her to stop because she wasipposed to wash her hands. He started to hit
her. Luba said “shoot me in the back!” The soldid, “I'm not going to kill you. You're going
to get killed, but not by me.”

Everyday something else happened. They had toowtstde for two hours and then they
went to work every morning. They worked day shaftel night shifts. The day shifts were good
compared to the night shifts. On every night shifé bosses of the factory would pick out about
twenty-five girls and bring them upstairs. The ginvere given pails of water to wash
themselves. Luba was scared because her body wasdIpaeveloped like those of all the other
girls. She was shaking because the soldiers wetehimg them. One of the Nazis shooed her
and told her to leave. She was so relieved; shiebgdhher clothes and ran. Luba quickly got
dressed and was on the way back to work. Alongwing a man asked her “what did they do to
you?” Another girl came down stairs and the mareddker the same thing. The other girl said,
“They almost killed me.” All of the other girls hdzken raped. Girls were taken up stairs every
night; some of them were injured so badly that tiweyldn’t stop bleeding and were sick. Then
they would be sent to Auschwitz.

After that year, the Nazis took the Jews to a higigenp. This camp made big artillery
like bombs and missiles. The day before, the Nk twenty of the girls into the cleaned out
workroom. The Nazi official named Meschner supearditheir work. Luba recalls Meschner as a
“Hitler”. The girls were given big buckets full dfullets. They were ordered to take out the
gunpowder. The Nazis wanted them to handle theopoiss powder, which would slowly Kill
them. Fortunately, Luba only had to empty the lslfer two days; otherwise she would have
surely died. As Luba worked she grew very tireadnfria window on the upper floor, a Nazi saw
her falling asleep. A girl pushed Luba to wake tpr The Nazis lead the girls upstairs. They
made the girls lay, strapped down on tables. Thaibs were spread out. The Nazis began
hitting them. After beating her, the Nazis wantedseée if Luba was alive or could remember
anything. They sat her in a tall chair under twaghr lights. They said asked her questions,
which she answered. They then took her down séadssplashed water on her. Luba ran. She
didn’t know where to go, so she ran into the mdxathroom. She slept under the sink all night.
When she woke up, it was dark. A Jewish man savahdrcalled another Jewish man in. They
told Luba that they had been looking for her the lb@fore. They then switched clothes with her.
They called the guard that Luba knew.

Luba was taken to a camp called Werke. At Werke, Xdws could talk to each other
because the Nazis were outside the big electricefenrrounding the camp. Werke was another
ammunitions camp. The Jews worked as slave laboroéimer Polish people worked as paid
labor. Luba went close to the fence even thoughwssevery frightened. She yelled to a Polish
man on the other side of the fence to ask him whergvas from. She asked him to go to the
town where she used to live and bring her some clethies and provisions. He agreed and the
next day Luba gave him her old address. Eventua#yPolish man returned with clothes and a
note from Luba’s father. The note said that heriffamas living in a hidden wall in the house.



In 1942 one of Luba’s cousins came to Werke. Herscotold her that on the day of
Yom Kippur the Nazis took all the Jews out of theauses. They didn’t bother taking the old
people out — instead they killed them on the spbe Nazis killed all of them. Luba’s cousin
told her that he had buried her parent’s bodies. \#tndered what had happened to her siblings.
Along with the appalling news, her cousin also lgftu_uba her family’s jewelry. Luba refused
to take it. She did not want the Nazis to see hi W. Her cousin gave it to other Jews.
However, a week later the Nazis took any jewelonfrthe Jews. Luba was so scared she could
hardly breathe.

Between 1943 and 1944, Luba was taken to Chenstohlowba thought it was a
relatively good camp because the barracks weramupdtom where they worked. This meant
that they didn’t have to wait outside for two hoessery morning. The kitchen was not too far
away and they were given a bit more to eat. ThesJeauld not drink their coffee in the
morning. They formed groups and gave all the coftea different person each day because
there was not enough for everyone. They would whsir hair with the coffee to soothe the
scrapes and bites on their scalps.

After Chenstohova, the Jews were all being serdéamany. Luba had been sharing a
bunk bed with another girl who was about twentyefixears old and very pretty. The girl fell in
love with one of the Polish cooks. The cook wouddhe up stairs to the barracks to visit the girl.
They had sexual relations, but when Luba asked w2t going on, the girl told her it was
nothing and that she was too young for it. The bidught Luba soup and, although initially
refusing, Luba ate it. The Nazis were putting cheaisi in the soup so that the girls would not get
their periods. The cook knew that they were mowm&ermany. He had Luba and the girl hide
in a closet. Luba wanted to leave so she camefdabecloset. She stacked some storage boxes
and climbed out of the building through a small daw. The Nazis saw her running and asked if
anyone else was still in the building. Luba toldrthshe was the last one and the soldier hit her.

Next, Luba was sent to Bergen-Belsen where her day cleaning small planes. Luba
had to wait outside in the snow for three hourse Sbldiers gave each Jew a number, which they
had to remember. Luba was afraid she would forgetamber so she wrote it in the snow with
her toe: 143683. The next day the Nazis didn’t call names for roll call — they called out
numbers. Anyone who couldn’t remember his or henlper was taken away. The Nazis went
from room to room giving the Jewish girls nightg@wviThey gave the tall girls short gowns and
the short girls long gowns. A tall girl in line reto Luba wanted to trade gowns with her, but
Luba refused. The long gown was much warmer. THe giere told to leave everything except
their shoes to go into the big room they would leeging in. The Jews had to sleep on the floor.
Everyone sat down, huddled for warmth, and fekagl Luba remembered it as being “huddled
together like herring.” It was so crowded thatoheeone wanted to roll over, everyone had to
move. When Luba woke up the next morning, she wastiff that she could not get up. She
started crying. The other girls said, “They’re gpto kill you,” but they wanted to help her. The
girls rolled Luba onto her stomach and steppedherbiick of her knees. The girls helped Luba
walk to the line, the Nazis asked her for her numbaed she survived. Luba stayed at Bergen-
Belsen for four months.



The Nazis began moving Luba’s group to anothertiocaThe Jews had to walk all the
way there, escorted by Nazi soldiers. They werevisig because they weren’t eating. They
walked through the snow, day and night. They wezgy Mdightly clothed and Luba did not
understand how they managed not to get sick.

Eventually they ran into another group of men. Thag to stay at under cover, walk
slow, and walk mostly at night to stay hidden frdm Russians. Then, fighting broke out. The
girl next to Luba got shot, so they left her foadeThe Americans came to help half a day later.
The Russians had overcome the Nazis who had behrtivei group of Jews. By that time, poor
Luba was practically dead. They took the worn JewSeldafing, a displaced persons camp for
Jewish refugees. A Russian man picked Luba up anted her. He laid her down on a bed and
covered her with a blanket. He told her that shetreat and he said, “You are free.” He left for
a while and then came back to see how she wasidedluba did not want to come out and be
seen with him. She just wanted to sleep. She wag sirprised and delighted by the warm
blanket and pillow. Luba made friends with a Jewmhn because she mistook him for her
brother. They talked together about their expeegsrfor hours. Soldiers came from Israel to get
the Jews to come with them but Luba had her hedrbis going back to Poland. Luba’s new
friend left to Palestine.

In Feldafing, Luba encountered two Jewish men wé$ts around their chests and torsos.
She asked them what they had been doing but thiegadiwant to tell her. Eventually, they told
her that their job had been to gas people. Ondéefrien told her a story. He recalled having
three hundred small children. They were runningafuime, so they had to hold the children by
their arms and legs and toss them into a flamirenoxs they were about to throw another child
in, one little boy stepped forward and pointedfte furnace saying “don’t throw him in there!
It's too hot in there!” When Luba and others heabdut it, they all cried together. After the war,
the Russians took the men to the hospital wherg Were given medicine and casts for their
burnt bodies. The men were mentally scarred, wiiclwhy they had not wanted to share the
story with Luba.

Not too long after, Luba found a small group of deawho wanted to travel to Poland just
like she did. One of them was a woman who wantedgaddack to find the baby that her
deceased sister had left behind. A man told Lultatom@o with them. Different people were
living in those houses now and it was not safetditther to go the next time. The group went to
the woman’s house first in search of the baby. &ive the child, who was now five or six, and
called to her. The child did not respond becauseditt not recognize the woman and she had
been given a new name. When the woman went insi@sk for the child, the people living in
the house killed her, thinking that she was alom& @0 one would come looking for her. The
group was hidden and waiting for her to return, Wwbhen a long time passed, they got worried
and separated to look for her. One of them fourrddead body under a tree in the backyard.
After the incident, the group returned to the sdossian camp and told Luba and her friends
the story. Luba decided to wait.

A few months later, one of Luba’s cousins camehtodamp. He told her that their town
had been flattened — no more houses. Luba knewh#ratvhole family was gone. Dwight D.
Eisenhower came to check on Feldafing. He was asltesie the Jews should be sent. They



would have sent them back to where they came fitmrhjt was not safe. So Eisenhower said
“send them to America.” Luba wondered what she @odb in America. She would have
preferred going to Israel, but David Keller, heytrend, had relatives in America. David wrote
a letter to his uncle in New York. David told hisale that Luba was his wife because he knew
that they would not have supported her accompartyimgif she was merely a girlfriend. On the
immigration papers Luba Schwartz and David Kellecdame Mr. and Mrs. Keller. On the
papers, Luba estimated and recorded her birthdaWas 15, 1926, but the actual date is
unknown.

The new couple took the second Marine Flasher orciVia4, 1947. Luba found out that
she had aunts living in Queens, New York. Her awmsited to give Luba and David two
hundred dollars but David’'s family refused, so shent it on clothes for them. When Luba told
them that she and David never properly got martiee,family planned a wedding and held a
religious ceremony.

Getting used to her new life was hard for Luba. §biesick and had painful cramps. She
cried and cried until her family took her to a dwoivho was a specialist. The doctor told her she
was going to have a baby. She had been enslaveedos and felt terrible — she didn’t want to
have a baby! Just the same, nine months later athdér first son in a furniture room. At first,
the baby cried and cried. Luba did not know houwate care of him because she had never been
around babies. Her aunt helped her and taughtdwertt raise him. Twenty-eight months later
the doctor told Luba to she would be having anotiay. Three and a half years after Luba’s
second son, the doctor told her that she wouldaweng a third child. After Luba had her third
son, she told the doctor that if he told she wasgto have one more baby, she would throw
herself off of the third story of the building.

Luba Keller went on to live her life with her neanfily and was offered a job. After
coming to America, Luba would lie in bed and wondew the Holocaust could have happened.
She wondered why people do such terrible thingsaith other. In 1996, Luba and her family
moved to California. Since then, she has been we&uimg multiple times a week and has raised
a countless amount of money for her synagogue. Kdl@r went on to share her experiences
and tellher story about the unforgettable Holocaust.
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AMargot Lobyee

By Devon Fernandez and Audrey Harris

“Close your eyes for a moment and imagine comimgén tonight and your parents have
your suitcase packed...” This is what Margot Lobrepegienced on one night in April of 1939
that drastically changed her life. The Holocaustioh occurred between 1938 and 1945, was a
horrific genocide of people that the Hitler regiaetermined should not live. Some were forced
into concentration camps, others were killed.

Margot Lobree spent the first 13 years of herilifé&rankfurt, Germany, where she lived
with her parents and older brother. Both of heept were born and raised in rural villages of
Germany, and ultimately decided to raigeir children in the large Jewish community of
Frankfurt. There, they were accepted and felt cotalidbe practicing their religion freely. Her
family was considered conservative and attendedgygue on holidays. Margot and her brother
went to an orthodox school where, until leaving@any, enjoyed time with all types of friends.

The community in Frankfurt, both Jewish and nonidbwtypically got along -until
1933, when Hitler came into power and segregatiecaine more widely known. “We had
friends today who couldn’t talk to us tomorrow,” Mat said. In 1935, Margot’'s father was
forced to give up his business due to discrimimatishich left the family in a state of financial
stress. Margot and her family planned to leaveSouth America until her father fell ill and
passed away on January 5, 1938.

Due to difficulties in Germany, Margot’'s mother fhdr on a Kindertransport that would
take her to England to safeguard her from possibleentration camps in April, 1939. During
this time, Margot’s brother attended a program fhr@pared him to go to Israel. On the train,
Margot brought clothes, a sewing kit and 40 grarhsilver, but she knew no one. The
traumatizing experience left her with a mental klathere she does not remember saying good-
bye to her mother.

Margot arrived in London and stayed with a Jewesmify. The family was made up of
two parents, a 16-year-old son and a 14-year-alglat@r, who saw Margot as cheap labor. The
daughter even wore some of Margot’s clothes, etengh she interacted very little with the
children. She spent most of her time with the maido was very kind towards her. Margot did
chores each day. At this time, Margot kept in touatn her mom through letters that were first
sent to Switzerland, and then to Germany. DurirgyBhitz, the family left Margot in London
with the maid while they evacuated to a safer place

From 1940 to 1942, Margot stayed in a girl's refidestel called Rusthall Beacon,
Tumbridge Wells, UK. She made many close friendthare, and has kept in touch with several
of them. In 1942, Margot returned to London for tmore years.

She had two uncles in San Francisco with whomnshiatained contact, and a friend of

theirs volunteered to write to her also. Margot #md friend, Charles David Lobree, became pen
pals for eight and a half years. She was 14, he2@a# 1944, she left London to move to New
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York to live with relatives. David told Margot heowld get a chance to call her so that they
could speak for the first time. Scheduling this wl#cult as he was in the Navy and stationed
near Chicago. On the day he was supposed to caligdil waited and waited, oblivious to the

time difference. She became impatient and lefhthgse before she could receive the phone call.

In the summer of 1948, Margot’s uncles sent heregdo visit them in San Francisco.
She arrived on a Saturday and David picked herap the airport. His mom invited Margot to
stay with them and, two days later, he proposetieioand she said yes. She stayed in San
Francisco for three weeks, went back to New York deven weeks, and, the day after she
arrived a second time, they went to Reno and gotieta

In the United States, Margot lost contact with mmether, and the rest of her family. She
later found out that her grandmother died in a eatration camp called Theresienstadt and her
aunt in Auschwitz. She never figured out where @w ther mother had died. In 1996, Margot
went back to visit Frankfurt, where a statue stacoismemorating all the Holocaust victims
from Frankfurt and their place of death. Under heother's name, it stated “destination
unknown.” Margot remained in contact with her besthout didn’t get to see him for 25 years.

Margot and David lived in Redwood City for 53 ant@iaf years. She received a college
degree from Cafada College in Redwood City andbkas a travel agent for 34 years. She has
two sons named Lindsey and Bruce. Lindsey liveBlanth Carolina with his wife, and Bruce
lives in Seattle, Washington with his two sonshSetd Marc. They have all heard her story and
admire her courage throughout her experience. $sesimce moved to North Carolina to be
closer to her family.

Thinking back on her experience, Margot has redliteat she was deprived of the
security of a childhood. “Even though | never hlagl $cars of a concentration camp and | always
had a roof over my head, there are other scarsweder, she has made peace with her
experience and has given public speeches to shewntportance of the Holocaust. Margot
realizes that she “has a history and needs taht&lhistory.” She has learned that something so
horrific must never happen again. She believesawatyone should be broadminded and liberal.

Margot's story is an inspirational one that hasegiwis a new perspective into the
Holocaust and has enhanced our previous knowldtgeas a great honor to hear a firsthand
experience of the Holocaust and to document itthar future generation. We believe that
Margot’s story along with those of other Holocagstvivors should be heard so people can
understand the effects of discrimination and hokeldtes to us today.
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By Valarie Makovkin

Never Recovered

| learned about the opportunity to interview a ¢talust survivor through my AP history
teacher. | was immediately intrigued. | have sddihe Holocaust in school on multiple
occasions and had always felt a compassion for héygpened to the Jewish people in Germany.
When 1 finally signed up, | was assigned to intewia survivor named Edith. Though she was
only 3 years old when the extermination of the 3bwpeople started, she had very interesting
stories to tell both about her life now, and tlie bf her mother who could never truly forget the
brothers she lost in the concentration camps.

When | asked Edith about her experience in thethlst, the only memories she had to
offer were the ones her mother, Maldhid, had ta@d hShe said her mother brought her and her
brother over to the United States by ship from @ poFrance. She said her mother searched for
her brothers in Germany after the war ended andmatified when she discovered that they
had been killed. 1 once had a dream that my brethad died. It was absolutely terrifying.
When | awoke from that dream, | had to go check tfll®ms just to make sure they were okay. |
thought to myself later after the interview, “If iurt that bad when my brothers died in my
nightmares, how bad would it feel if they died feal?” Edith's mother knew what that felt like;
according to Edith, her mother “never fully recaaaf

Edith taught first grade in a school in Germanydavhile. While she was there, she met
a young German girl who asked her a number of gquestibout her time during the Holocaust,
how it affected her, and how sorry she was thavér happened. It seemed to Edith that the girl
was trying to make up for it in a way, maybe beeasise felt guilty. Edith really didn't mind. At
the very least, she had someone to tell her stade&dith still writes letters to her every
Christmas.

Edith's most interesting stories came from theokalist survivor group she attends. One
of the most fascinating stories was about two sorg that had coincidentally both been in the
internment camps. As they began to talk, they edtia similarity in the descriptions of the
camp. They showed each other their arms to veaify, indeed, they had been held at the same
camp. The fact that the two coincidentally attehttee same Holocaust survivor group seemed
miraculous to me. In a way, the two were like thins fromParent Trapthat met by accident at
a summer camp. Edith's faced lit up when shert@dhis story, as did mine.

So how did Edith's mother get through the yeath wie horrible burning pain of loss?
Family. Without the love from a caring husband ahiddren, Edith's mother wouldn't have been
able to do the things she needed to do to stag.aliie pain of losing a loved one is something
one will never forget. Their ghosts will never afgpear. That is why you have friends and
family. They are the ones that keep you alive wieuar brothers are killed in concentration
camps, and the ones you check in the middle ofnight to make sure they haven't died.
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Humans are born with compassion, | believe. Whea cen hold on to it during their most
desperate times, that is what makes a survivaraver.
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By Caitlyn Fernandez and Lauren Meier

Ruth Willdorff, a Palo Alto resident, grew up in #epe during World War Il and had a
life that reads like an adventure novel. Unforteha the novel includes some extremely awful
and appalling times. We were honored to be ablpend a couple of hours with Ruth through
the Holocaust Memorial Project. She is one of fdve remaining Jewish survivors from the
small town of Mayen, Germany. She was born in Gerynand was the only child of parents
who owned a clothing and shoe store. There wasadl population of Jews in this town.

In 1933, Ruth and her parents moved to the towlkaditar near the Dutch border where
her grandparents had a store, when her fatherdeekthe management.

She studied at a Jewish school and attended wah@&hrébbats with the other seventeen
Jewish families. Every Shabbat, many Jewish fasiéind travelers gathered at her house for a
wonderful celebration.

Mrs. Willdorff remembers when people would not shaiptheir store after it was
boycotted by the Nazis. The butcher next door tofamily’s shop started a riot and turned
many of the townspeople against the Jews. Her ydatiér had to close their shop because of the
anti-Semitism. Before that, the Jewish families filady good relationships with the non-Jews in
town. She remembers when Hitler, a short man asreatalls, was appointed in 1933. That is
when it all began to change.

Mrs. Willdorff always used to ride the train to scth with her friend. After the anti-
Semitism began, Hitler's youth would beat her aadfliends on the train daily. Because of this,
her father started driving them to school.

After Kristallnacht, when they burned the synagogu&alkar, Ruth’s parents made the
difficult decision to smuggle her into Holland, that she could live with her uncle.

She was scheduled to leave for Holland on Mayl®B9. The Germans invaded on the
tenth.

When the Germans started to send the Jews to doatten camps, Ruth went into
hiding and joined the Dutch Resistance. She usedp#eudonym Maria Peterson. Mrs.
Willdorff spent eight months in hiding, knowing thehe was one day away from some of the
worst times of her life. In order to earn her stagh the family hiding her, she took on the job of
cleaning and cooking for a three-year-old boy. Blezl her days with hope and had the courage
and strength to keep going. One day the Gestape eacharrested her.

Mrs. Willdorff was put into a camp called Bergenldm. She was shoved onto a cattle
car filled to the top with people. Once she arriatdher destination, she was quickly thrown out
of the train onto the freezing, icy ground. Shenthad to walk from the train station to the camp.
The Nazis counted heads over ten times for the palpose of forcing the Jews to endure the
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cold. While this situation was incredibly unfortt@a Mrs. Willdorff is thankful that upon
arriving at the camp, she was never tattooed withraber, her head was not shaved, and she got
to keep her clothing. Mrs. Willdorff was also givére privilege of working in the S.S. kitchen.
She often stole sausage, onions, and other iteons fine kitchens and shared her stolen food
with some family and close friends, who were swirisecrecy. Aside from this minor form of
nutrients, they were also given some potato sk accasionally, spinach for dinner. At night,
Mrs. Wildorff slept in the barracks that held 100men in four-tier beds. While she was happy
being able to sleep in the top bunk, Mrs. Willdggtit bed bugs in her legs and was covered
from head to toe in lice.

Mrs. Willdorff knew only rumors about what was happg around the rest of Europe.
People were dying around her, but she managedvo/eu She would later learn that there were
invasions by Americans and Europeans and Britightifag to liberate Europe. *“I knew which
plane was which- German, British, or American.” fiking that she was going to another camp,
the officers shoved her and many other camp resdeto a kettle car. Little did she know, this
car was headed for the nearest lake, with the tioienof drowning all passengers. The
Americans thought that this was a car filled wigwgd being taken to another concentration
camp, so they bombed the train and rescued dfleodé¢ws.

On Friday, April 13, 1945, Ruth was freed. For magople the number thirteen is
unlucky, but for Ruth it is a blessed and fortunatenber. She was kindly cared for by
American soldiers and Red Cross. They were shotkédd that her legs were terribly swollen
with holes from the bed bugs.

Ruth went to New York City in July of 1946. Sheelatmet up with her father in San
Francisco and they began to rebuild their livess.M¥ildorff also met her new stepmother for
the first time, whom she appreciated greatly férak help and care. The horrors of the war
were always on her mind and it took a long timeetootionally get over it. Ruth met and
married her husband, Rene, at the San Franciscell&ommunity Center in 1950. Rene had
spent the war safely in Shanghai. Together, thesgdatwo daughters: Betty, who lives in Los
Altos, and Deborah, who lives in Palos Verdes Estat

Ruth had spent most of her life not speaking of évgveriences. The first time Ruth
recalls talking about it was when her granddaug8tephanie, now twenty-three, had asked her
about it at age seven. Ruth is a proud grandmashé&tephanie, along with her other three
grandsons, Adam, Ethan, and Brian.

We are grateful for the time Ruth spent with us ahd has inspired us to make sure
people are always aware of the atrocities of theo¢tmst. She has moved us to think of others
always. After all that she was forced to endurethRiontinues to strive. When asked how she
manages to cope from day to day, Ruth simply sthexdife’s motto: “Living well is the best
revenge,” which she continues to live everyday.
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Mary PBawer

” By Alexandra Glancy

Mary Bauer’s Life Before, During, and After the ldohust

The first piece of information Mrs. Mary Bauer eféd to me when we sat down for an
interview was, “Did you know that African Americahave been in concentration camps?” Not
only does Mary find importance in sharing her Halast survival story, but she values education
about and action against prejudice against all ggaf people. | am privileged to take part in
sharing her story, which she hopes will teach sdeof tolerance.

Mary Bauer, born Mary lzsak, lived a comfortablée lin the big city of Budapest,
Hungary. She was born on May”29L927, an only child of her two parents. Sevemegations
Hungarian, she did not foresee the abruptnessvibatd destroy lifestyles like hers for Jews
across Europe.

Living in the city, religion was not that big of assue for her and her parents. Mary
attended public high school, and her father eveolled her in Catholic school one year so that
she could explore different religions. Although steended a reform synagogue every Friday
night with her family, compared to her father’stdigprothers, she was not very religious. She
did, however, celebrate the Jewish high holidayt Wwer innumerable cousins every year in the
various villages they lived in.

Hints of hostility towards Jews were always appagnowing up in Hungary, a fairly
anti-Semitic country. Her father was trained aslaztor, but after getting beat up at his
university, he decided, as Mary put it, “If theyabene up, why should | heal the bastards?” He
ended up practicing business with a couple of highiers so that his family could lead a nice,
upper-middle class lifestyle.

Mary recalls seeing Hitler on the newsreel befm@vies, and all she could think was
“why is this man so angry?” As the rumors of thezN@inal Solution started spreading through
Hungary in the 40’s, one escapee from Poland otrisusarned Mary’s father of what was to
come. Mary’s father was told to pack up and leagecontent life in Budapest, but he could not
understand why he would have to leave, where hddagm or how he could leave his business.
Those warnings, though unbelievable, were corfectin 1942, her father was taken to a labor
camp in Romania and never came back.

Starting in 1943, Mary remembers feeling unconatale in school. Her group of friends
started keeping their distance. During recesslassmates would push her, spit on her, and one
day someone marked a swastika, the Nazi symbahemack of her shirt. She felt very upset
and did not understand why the kids she was friemith a month ago were now discriminating
against her. The day the Germans invaded Hungalppy stole her bicycle. Harsher hostility
towards the Jews spread quickly, for when Mary’'sheoapproached the principal of the school
about Mary’s bicycle, the principal responded, “Skidl have to give up more than that.”
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Neighbors’ compliance with the ideas rushing intongary troubled Mary, and made it even
tougher to live like they had before.

The laws against and eventual deportation of Jawdungary all happened drastically
within a month. The Germans were losing the wad they wanted to get rid of the Jews as
quickly as possible. In fact, the deportationsHaingarian Jews to the concentration camps
occurred within same week of April 1944 as the IBaif Normandy.

Numerous laws were enacted prohibiting Jews frormabdaily life, such as: Jews must
wear a yellow star, Jews cannot hire help for ti@ime such as gardeners or maids, Jewish
doctors cannot treat gentiles. After this, Marg &er mother were resettled into the ghetto for a
short period of time. Hunger was the main condéernhose in the ghetto. Women fought in the
kitchen over food. The sanitary conditions wesmalespicable.

The women of the ghetto underwent an inspectiordgportation day in April, 1944.
Mary vividly remembers soldiers checking in earsstrils, and even a woman’s vagina for
jewelry. Her earrings were ripped out of her eakland she was bleeding as they marched to
the train station from where she would be deported.

In her suitcase Mary brought a doll form her dalllection that she loved, photographs
of her family, and snack food. She was still wigr mother, grandmother and grandfather. Her
grandmother brought a Hebrew prayer book, while grandfather brought his medals from
World War I. He assumed that since he was a Imetloel Hungarian army, he would be excused
from the deportation. Little did he know, he was longer considered Hungarian; his being
Jewish made his Hungarian heroism and patriotisagmificant.

Upon arriving at Auschwitz, Mary was given no titterecuperate from the horrifying
three day journey she spent in a stuffed boxcaonUgprival, she remembers screaming in both
German and Hungarian, for the Nazis coordinatedaileoming in anticipation of the country
the transport was from. Mary felt tremendous fefathe unknown. After a couple of frantic
minutes, a separation appeared in the group betweenand women. This would be the last
time she saw her grandfather. Her grandmotherseasto her death in the gas chambers during
the selection.

Mary remembers wearing her brand new banana ableo®l coat, loafers, and braids in
her hair on her journey to Auschwitz. Upon arrgjithough, she and her mother were herded
into a large room where they were ordered to usdeasirely and remove any pins in their hair.
This was an extremely humiliating experience; shé hever even seen her own mother naked
before, let alone hundreds of women.

The women were taken through a three step prodésst, their hair, armpits and pubic
hair were shaved off. It was hard to recognizerhether among the bald figures all around her.
Next, she was rubbed with a disinfecting spongewadir her body, and finally she was marked
with a tattoo. This was a remarkably dehumaniziracess, for both hair and a name, features
of individuality, were removed. Everyone was oklyown as “Juden,” despite whoever they
were in their day-to-day lives only a couple of keearlier.
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Mary’s number in Auschwitz was A10360. The “A” ams “2% hundred thousand,”
something she did not find out until much lateher life. Her tattoo, unlike the crooked ones of
earlier inmates, is completely aligned, showing éx@erience the Nazis had in branding the
digits on each inmate’s forearm. She unsuccegstuéld to rub off the tattoo with some dirt
after receiving it; she was “unfamiliar with tattoolture.”

In Auschwitz, Mary worked in the weavery. She wdke hair shaven from the heads of
Jewish women into fuses for bombs and dynamitéhferGerman war effort. The hair was also
collected to stuff mattresses or upholstery.

Every day in Auschwitz only one thing was on hendn hunger. She learned to cook
hearing the women in her barrack orally exchangaugpes. Vivid descriptions of home-cooked
meals and her mother beside her were the two thimgiskept her going while in the camp.
Mary only weighed 76 Ibs. when the Holocaust wasrov

In January 1945, Mary and her mother were forogdke a Death March from Poland to
Ravensbruck in Germany. She recalls the horrifyiagtrast of fresh blood in the white snow
and stepping over dead bodies. She was not alltavetbp, and she and her mother were both
threatened with death by officers at least oncenfuirmoving fast enough. Of those initially
with them, 75 percent died during the march thdy tasted one and a half days.

In Ravensbruck, the Germans were very unorganigedy and her mother slept on the
ground. Mary was lying next to a person who wasgbing blood, so her mother switched
places with her so that Mary would not get sickc&ese of this selfless act of protection, Mary’s
mother ended up getting TB, the disease that wawekiken her for the rest of her life.

After Ravensbruck, Mary and her mother were semtniother camp together. From that
camp, which was in the district of Mecklenburg, @any, they were liberated. (Mary secretly
wishes that the Americans, not the Russians, loedldied her, for the American soldiers were
rumored to bring Hershey chocolate bars and otteatd. Nevertheless, of course she was
grateful). In May 1945, she and her mother jouetkfrom Mecklenburg to Berlin and then to
Hungary. When Mary went back to Hungary to finsr high school education, her house was
looted. She saw one of her old neighbors weatieghiat that her grandma knitted for her for
when she would go ice-skating. Mary was shockeat the members of her community
recovered from her disappearance quickly enougstdal her things. But Mary realized that
those objects had less significance now after whathad gone through.

Mary traveled to Berlin and her mother promise@ stould meet up with her later,
because her mother was very sick. But when theiRus closed the borders, Mary’s mother
was caught in Hungary, and they were unable toesed other for five years. Mary was
extremely lucky to have been with her mother thireug the war, but she was not ready to go on
without her. She regretted how although she wasipdlly liberated, she felt barred from
establishing a new life without her mother becanfsmore political complications. She waited
in Berlin for those five years until her Mother encaged her to go to America without her.
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When asked where in America she wanted to go, Masysmart enough not to say New
York where she would be destined for a poor lif@nlj in a tenement. She decided on
California, so if she were poor, she could at Igasto the beach and movie theatres.

She arrived in New Orleans from a boat carrying opaan refugees. Her first
impression of America, the land of the free, was pinejudice alive in the segregated city. She
was extremely frustrated, just coming from a clolodh abruptly interrupted by the evils of
discrimination. As she observed the two differeathrooms for “Black” and “White,” she was
shocked, thinking, “This is America?” She triedsjpeak up about it, but a woman told her to
shut up because, since it was the McCarthy eragahie be taken for a communist. Intolerance
was just as alive in America as it had been in geyand that was very crushing for Mary.

Mary married her late husband, an Austrian who rddeelsrael and participated in the
Haganah, the underground forces for Israeli inddpeoe. She had two sons. She was very
resentful towards the fact that her sons would hmavextended family, nor a concept of cousins
like she appreciated in her childhood. She cotigtgrarned for her mother to be there helping
her with her new family. Seventeen years wentibges1944 until Mary saw her mother once
again. They only saw each other for a short sixkwgeriod, and her mother died in Hungary
many years later.

Mary needs to live her daily life with the constaeminder of her past tattooed on her
arm. Even in the tolerant city of Los Angeles, shit wears long sleeves because the questions
addressed to her about her tattoo remind her oisthlation she felt as a Jewish girl in Europe.
She will never be settled with what happened toiheghe Holocaust, and she views her life
today as a “perpetual mourning.” Mary never hadnaooth transition from girlhood to
womanhood. She didn’t have teenage years to erpatiwith dating and maturity. Because of
the challenges thrust upon her, she can nevervioriiose who stood idly by while the Jews
perished, but she does not hold a grudge agaimsthind generation of Germans for the
weakness of their grandparents.

Now, Mary continues to educate herself about aitssof prejudices, not only those
against Jews. She is extremely involved in Holstaducation, and she values any sort of
enlightenment that education can bring to one&s liMary does not passively accept the notion
of genocide, and rather continues to analyze wiaiesperienced in the Holocaust. At 82 years
old, she currently does the accounting for an innatign law office, where she enjoys talking
with foreigners like herself that feel uncomforblith English. Mary’s passion for life after
the destruction she witnessed is an inspiratiarstall.
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By E;a Levy and Tatiana Spottiswoode

The Luckiest Kid in The World

1939. The year that changed her life forever.

She looked around her and saw people pouring h@ctreets from every side; families
that were generations of children and parents amaddparents all carrying everything they could
through the rough winter streets. She looked atdwen family: two parents, nine children,
several of whom were married and already had amldif their own. As they walked on, she
felt the ominous stares of the policemen and thesteezing on her face. Her stomach growled
with hunger, but she ignored it, dismissing it Istee would do for the many months and years to
come. She and the many people around her wereaatthing towards the ghetto that would
house them for the next few years. It was therbegg of an event that would change her life
forever.

Although never a typical twelve-year-old, Reginaddh’s pre-war experience was like
any loved and protected child’s. She shared a caatfle home with her mother, father, and
eight siblings. Her father was a pious, intelligdsut unsuccessful businessman, so they never
had a lot of money. But despite financial diffice, Regina grew up happily, attending public
school in their Jewish community, playing with fris, and reading. She wanted books to
surround her and wished for a library more thantl@ng else. Regina’s personality was
generous and giving by nature and whenever sheahgthing, she would want to give it to
someone less fortunate. She always had increftitdgight; since she was little she would save
little pieces of her bread or meals in case she hagry another time, or saw someone who
needed it more than she did. Because of thisesdded up not eating much and was always a
small, slim girl.

On September®] 1939, Hitler invaded Poland. With his invasibe, soon moved all of
the Jews into ghettos, where they experienceddrable living situations, with fifteen people
crammed into a tiny apartment room. A little priorthis, Regina’s mother had received a tip
from a neighbor that they would have to move outefr apartment. Since her parents had fifty
US dollars, they decided to buy a little room intpaf the ghetto just to be safe. Those fifty
dollars served them well; as more Jews were fomagdthe ghetto, the overpopulation left many
without a place to sleep. When the moves werkrgitl permanent, another friend tipped them
off that the Germans were sending in people torctea the apartments. Because of this
warning, Regina’s family moved all of their valuablinto their apartment in the ghetto and was
therefore able to save their possessions. Onesiohime siblings, Sally, had been staying in
Warsaw, but when her mother heard that there nbghsomething going on, she decided to
bring her back and paid a man with a horse and@dmting Sally back.

When the Germans invaded Lpdhey had swept all kinds of people into the gheett

without discriminating by profession, only makingrs that they were Jews. Within the first
couple of weeks in the ghetto, Regina, at age @Ryery sick with typhoid. Although she was
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very sick of a highly contagious disease, with te#p of the many doctors that were in the
ghetto and a few that were outside, she managedrtave through it. At first Regina’s mother
cried and asked the doctor not to tell anyone Redina had typhoid, because she was afraid
they would take her away, and the doctor said haldvoot. But on April 1, 1940, the Germans
closed the Lo# ghetto (called Litzmannstadt by the Germans) aagif&, only semi-conscious,
was dragged through the street on a stretcheraded to a makeshift hospital. There she awoke
and found herself in a bathtub full of ice, andrargext to her told her, “You are the luckiest kid
in the world, because yesterday the Gestapo cantbetdospital and took away all of the
doctors, nurses and patients, and shot them.”h&tenissed the killings by one day.

There were about 168,000 Jews who came to the bbdtto, and after four years only
60,000 of them survived. Regina lived in the ghdtir four and a half years and experienced
many near-death experiences that she was saveddfiynby a series of miracles, which Regina
says marked her experiences throughout the Holacalike all of the Jews in the ghettos,
Regina and her family used ration cards to getitihe food they were allotted. The lines for the
food were typically extremely long, and Regina oftexd to stand there for hours in order to get
anything at all. One cold morning, Regina heaamfrone of her neighbors that they were
selling cabbage at the corner store and that tieeviias very short. Although she didn’t quite
believe her luck, she grabbed the card that wagkaed for cabbage and left the house. As
thoughts of sharing a whole cabbage with her famoitydinner filled her mind, her mouth began
to water as she ran down the street. When sheedrshe was shocked to see how short the line
was. As she edged closer she realized the redlserpeople who were going in were not
leaving. Suddenly she saw the many guards who stareling surrounding the area around the
store. She realized that they were there to takmtaway from the ghettos and their families,
like they had done to many of the people she kn8he turned and ran back towards her house,
barely escaping by biting the leg of the guard thatl to keep her in. She had escaped death by
a little bit.

Starting in March, 1944, the Russians were outtdeghetto, and the Germans started
liquidating the Jews in the ghetto, so Regina aed family started hiding. For about two
months, they hid. Around July, 1944, when theynfbwut about the deportations, Sally (who
was working making uniforms while Ruth was workimga factory) told her mother to take
Regina and Lilly, and hide with other Jewish peaople field of unused straw outside of the
ghetto. One day, Regina began to cry becauseahdropped her rain boot. Her mother said,
“Don’t cry — let’s get out of here.” So they watkeut of the field, and as they returned to their
house, the Germans, who had been tipped off tealdlwvs were hiding in the straw, came to the
field and killed everyone hiding there. Reginaddir had been saved, again, by one minute.

Although Regina had been very lucky and escapeadinedeath multiple times, she did
eventually get deported to the concentration catnfauschwitz. Prior to her deportation, her
family had been itinerant, frequently moving frotage to place in order to avoid deportation.
They had finally been caught when they were livimg@ cemetery with all of their belongings,
living on beets. Although many of their neighbargl friends had been deported before them,
they had been unable to keep in touch and had meaed of Auschwitz, although Regina could
sense that the end of their journey was nearintgesreached the gates of Auschwitz-Birkenau.
There, the train stopped and Regina came out vetlsisters Sally, Ruth, her mother, and their
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youngest sister Lily. As they looked around theéhey could only see the frightened faces of
people from all over Europe as they awaited thaied. Many children were crying as the
German police began tearing them away from theithers and fathers. The women and men
were almost immediately separated as well as a-samom separation of the weak and the
strong. As a German guard reached to take 12g¢jlddrHy away from her family, their mother
began to fight back, and as a result, both Lily hadmother were separated from Sally, Regina
and their sister Ruth. The three older sisterglibtwo stay with their mother and Lilly, but the
guard beat them and shouted at them to “Get goMfiere you are going, you don’t need a
mother!” The three girls were blinded by tearslees distance between them and their mother
and sister increased. As hundreds of people bagatand between them, Sally, Regina and
Ruth barely had time to think about their separates they were pulled further into the camp.
The three sisters were pushed into a room, théirwes cut off and they were stripped as the
guards checked every part of them, including tpeiate parts, for hidden possessions. They
were then taken to the barracks. One of the peibyat had been living there for a while told
them to look at the red sky in the distance: “lluyarrived today, your loved ones are being
burned.” Regina and her sisters did not belieiewlas true. Regina didn’t believe it until much
later, when they met a former Auschwitz prisoneowlad worked pulling the bodies out and
putting them into the ovens. This was confirmkss dy the fact that they never saw the rest of
their family again.

At this time, Regina was 16, Sally 18 and one haifj Ruth 15. In the barracks, there
were no showers and the girls were looked ovehag were each given two minutes timed to
wash off with cold water in a sink. Although thigs their only time to wash themselves, there
was no privacy; not only were all of the girls ttdwgr in the room, but there was also a female
police officer there with them. The day that Regi®ally and Ruth had arrived in Auschwitz
had been on August 27, 1944. They stayed thersiXowveeks until October 8, 1944. The day
that they had arrived had been the last transplogt,last day that the Germans sent people
through the actual concentration camp; if they &iatved one day later, who knows what would
have happened to them. Since the three of thene wweelligent and hard-working, they
managed to survive throughout their six weeks isdlwitz. The hardest thing for the young
girls was the immeasurable hunger. The girls oftéed from hunger and by October 8th, with
the combined lack of food from their experienceaha ghetto and that in Auschwitz, the three
would have been considered starved and their bdmieame deformedly thin from starvation.
On their last day in Auschwitz, the three girlsorag with 200 other women there, were put
naked into a single-file line, from which the gususkeparated them into two groups, one to the
left and one to the right. She was told that trenrdirecting the separation was Dr. Mengele.
Sally had always been intelligent and observantaansloon as she saw that they were separating
anyone who seemed to be family or friends or wha si@nding next to another person, she
figured out the system of separation, making ittlsat Regina, she and Ruth all ended up
together after the separations. This was an@aka&mple of the amazing luck that the three had
experienced over the past couple of years. Althdbhgy had no idea what to expect next, they
were comforted by the fact that at least they wdnddogether. Their group was divided up and
taken on trains to another factory, where RegiralySand Ruth, along with around twenty
others, worked in the Oederan ammunition factorgamony.
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Regina didn’t believe it when she saw their newkyalace. Upon arrival the girls were
shown into a neat dining room where Regina had#s meal she had eaten in months — a piece
of bread and a little bit of soup. The best theylddope for was that the Italian war prisoners
next door might throw a bit of bread to them. TBermans were forbidden to give them any
food, and were afraid even to talk to them, askiregn questions such as, are you human or are
you an animal from the forest? Their new quartexd five girls per bunk bed, but they were
allowed to wash with warm water. The three sist&tepted into their sleeping group another
girl who had been separated from her mother andcwéisg for her. Regina, her sisters, and the
other girls all worked making ammunition. Evereafal not to be caught by a guard, Regina
tried to sabotage her work in the hope that theagte she was making would not go off. A new
woman in charge who came from Auschwitz forced dhiks to greet her formally and abused
them if they misbehaved, but conditions were giiieatly improved from those they had
previously experienced in Auschwitz. Regina rexallchange in the air; she could tell the war
was ending. One day, a Russian army came andh@ufitis on a train. Sally was quite sick and
Regina was afraid the trip would kill her. Althduthe guards suggested that Sally stay because
she did not seem strong enough to survive, Sallytedato go with her sister, scared of never
seeing her again. But yet another miracle occurgadly survived, and her health improved
steadily over the next few weeks.

Regina and her sisters lived for four years in Garynafter the war, where they went
back to school and worked. Sally and Ruth got mdrm Germany, and with their husbands
were able to migrate to the United States in thengpof 1949. Regina had to stay alone in
Germany for several months, but later was ableotoecto the United States. The United States
Senate passed a bill accepting 205,000 refugess &erman camps into the United States and
Regina and her sisters were among the lucky one@sfadmd themselves safely in the States,
where they spent their first few years of freedamdifg out who had survived and collecting the
scattered remains of their community before sefttiown to start a new life. Although Regina
had been extremely lucky in her time under the dlagthe had lost most of her family, but she
still considered herself unbelievably lucky to hawevived with two of her sisters.

Today, Regina lives in a stylish apartment in Westsh Her two sisters and several of
other Holocaust survivors live a few floors awagurrounded by supportive neighbors and
family, Regina works with museums to remember tildoEaust, and participates in interactive
programs with children. She feels strongly abbetiolocaust and uses her ability to speak, and
her caring nature to help people immortalize thenory of the six million others who lost their
lives during this time. The memories she hold$hei experiences during the Holocaust will
remain strong in her mind and in the minds of th&lse shares her story with.
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By Ellina Chulpaeff

The Struggle for Survival

For any other teenager, diving into a pool is anilexating and carefree experience. Yet,
for Erika Jacoby, diving into a pool reserved fazNguards was an impulse that nearly got her
killed during her imprisonment at Auschwitz. Likeillions of other Jewish people across
Europe, Jacoby’s standards of normalcy were forelianged by the Holocaust, transforming a
carefree childhood of singing and running intoghfifor survival.

Born to an Orthodox Jewish family in Hungary, Jacelas the middle child surrounded
by two brothers. Her mother was one of twelvedrkeih and her father was a Talmud scholar.
Erika’s family lived in Hungary for 500 years, thusading her to identify herself as a
Hungarian. “l was the ‘ cantor’ at school and s#émg national anthem every morning,” she
recalls. Her best childhood friend was her maidsighter, a non-Jew to whom she taught
Hebrew prayers. It was only as she got olderghatbegan to notice the growing anti-Semitism
in her country, with gentile boys beating up heateolbrother on his way to school and screams
of “dirty Jew” outside her home in the middle oéthight.

At age 14 Erika couldn’t attend school any moreaoee the government closed all the
Jewish schools. She found solace in reading amtyisty languages but didn’t worry too much
about what was happening. Shortly after, morerance laws prohibiting Jewish people from
doing certain things were put into action, makiog\éties such as going to the park illegal. Her
parents were forced to close their kosher restalnesause they could not make a living with all
the new rules and regulations. Around that tim&eElearned that three of her uncles were put
into labor camps doing military work but not givélre military rank so as not to honor the Jews.
She also had three other uncles who were ablettouyeof Hungary at the beginning of WWII
and they escaped to Mexico.

Even with hearing about her uncles and listeninght horror tales of escaped Polish
Jews, Erika and her family did not know what wagg®mning in the countries that were occupied
by Nazi Germany. They did not believe the rumdyeud the atrocities that were committed
against the Jews there. There was no free presthardewish leadership was also in the dark or
not honest with the community about the persecsatidBecause the Jacoby family did not have
any connections outside of Hungary, they could Ieatre to go to Switzerland or any other
country that would allow Jewish immigration.

When the Germans came into Hungary, the anti-JeVaigls multiplied. The Nazis
would not allow Jews to travel, go to the park,have any civil rights; many were arrested.
They all had to wear yellow stars of David. Sodtera the Nazis had put all the Jews in
concentrated “ghettos.” Erika’s two-room home rfwad to hold twenty people. Yet Erika loved
interacting with the other children and didn’t mind
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Erika’s first immediate family member to go missidgring the Holocaust was not in a
concentration camp. Instead, it was her brotheo wient to a soccer match in Budapest,
Hungary, the very first day the Germans came ihtha time the family did not understand why
he never returned. It was later discovered thatGermans checked the railroad stations and
arrested all Jews, including her brother. The faméver found out what happened to him but
assumed that he died.

When the Germans started to deport the Jews, Erik@ther decided to hide her
family’s valuables underneath the coal in the cell@he buried her jewelry and Erika’s father’'s
beloved Talmud. The Talmud was found after the am@d returned to Erika. Her mother’s
caution came at a good time for in a few weeks,Halhgarian Jews, except the Jews of
Budapest, were shipped to Auschwitz. Every da§0®,of them were gassed and burned,
totaling half a million Hungarian Jews killed irfew weeks.

Erika’s mother decided that it would be best todsber younger son to live with his
grandfather in a nearby village. They never sam,hhgain because when that village was
deported he was taken to a camp and was shot weheoautd no longer walk . Erika’s father left,
too, but not by choice. He was a forty-seven yg@dman ordered by the Nazis to pack his bag
to leave. Erika’s mother baked cookies for him wine left. It was later discovered that he
became very weak and emaciated, at which poinN#ms shot him. Erika still remembers the
paleness of his skin and his gentle heart.

After her father’'s deportation, Erika and the osheere told to pack whatever they could
carry because they were going to be taken awaika packed her diary, favorite pictures, and a
few books to entertain herself. She did not realie miserable journey that lay ahead, thus not
bringing a sweater or food.

Erika witnessed thousands of others marching wethid a brick factory where they were
put to work. The harsh living conditions therelut=d no walls in the shelter they were to live
in and straw on the floor for their beds. The wanmeade a community kitchen there, which
Erika remembers as having “the best food in theldydried onion and bread.” At this point,
Erika was not afraid but mostly confused.

The Hungarian soldiers accompanying the Jews baidhey couldn’t take any money or
jewelry with them. Erika’s mother took a smallgiwith her and gave it to a soldier in exchange
for information. The soldier assured her thatieers will go and work and the children would
be taken care of by the old people, a lie.

At the brick factory Erika saw people from smallages from all around her city. She
was shocked to witness her revered grandfatheingetff a ghetto train unconscious.
Remembering the stories her grandfather had taldati@ child, Erika came up to him and told
him that the Messiah was coming. She told him tinatplace they were going would have bread
growing on trees and rivers flowing with milk, atidht, more importantly, everything would be
fine.
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Erika and everyone spent two weeks in the brickofgcand was then boarded on a
railroad car which had arrived upon the hill. Skih the rest of the women, the elderly, and the
children, traveled three days and three nightsdstgnin the car without any food, water, or
bathroom facilities. Erika’s friend, who was j@st good as Erika at everything but running, had
a little sister who suffocated in the railway cachuse her mother could only hold a few
children at once.

The three day journey was only the prelude to thkedns that were coming after. The
Jewish people aboard the train did not know thay threre being taken to Auschwitz, the most
horrendous extermination camp. When coming off tifan, “Kapos,” German and other
European criminals, ordered the Jews to leavehall items in the car for they could retrieve
them later. Thinking back to this, Erika exclaifidée should collect a book of German lies!”

Upon entering Auschwitz, Erika and the Jews warediup to be presented before the
selector, the infamous Dr. Mengele, or “Angel ofaie” Erika remembers not knowing that the
way the doctor would send her meant a chance, pgrb@survive while the other path led to the
gas chambers and ultimately death. When Erika'therovanted to stay with her grandmother,
her grandmother told her to go with Erika becausgéas not nice for a young girl to go alone,
surrounded by so many soldiers.” Thus, Erika’shmotan up to Dr. Mengele and convinced
him that she should join Erika and work, not knagvihat she had just bargained for her life.

Life at Auschwitz was worse than anything Erika lexdr imagined. After the selection,
she and the others were undressed, shaven, any@dpvéah disinfectants. Naked, they were put
into a dark room full of screams and panic. Thet meorning and like all other mornings, Erika
had to wake up at four and wait five more hoursl shie and her barrack could be counted. The
Germans provided “soup” for lunch, something Erilescribes as inedible. It was only after
four days that he mother convinced her to eat socshld stay alive. When Erika attempted to
feed the friend who couldn’t outrun her, she refluiseJudy stated that she did not want to
survive. Her entire family was gone and she saweason to live. Erika does not know exactly
what happened to her but assumes she was killedta& examination before Dr. Mengele. For
many years after that day, Erika dreamt of henttidudy every night, feeling guilty that she had
outrun her and left her behind. Erika had “survigailt.”

Erika was told that the best thing was to get afayn Auschwitz by getting on a
working transport. Along with her mother and aufika was transferred to Plaszow, another
concentration camp in Poland. There, Erika witadsSskar Schindler helping save Jews from
the concentration camp by allowing them to workis factory.

As Erika’s mother got ill and couldn’t work anymokgrika had to hide her every day. In
the morning she would put her into the garbage gdnke the Germans inspected the barracks.
Because the Russians were approaching on the &dstet, Erika and her mother were sent
back to Auschwitz where they were inspected byNlengele again. This time, Erika was wiser
and noticed that everyone with a paper bandageeotelys was sent to die. As Erika and her
mom approached the doctor, Erika quickly rippedasffl her mother’s bandage, thus allowing
her mother to survive Mengele’s selection yet again
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Back in Auschwitz again, Erika had to follow the&l abutine for another six weeks. She
remembers a particular incident where her aunt weatthe barrack that was the latrine with the
holes on a board used as toilets and fell into o8ke and the women had to pull her out and
dressed her in a paper bag from cement, for whiehwgas beaten. Her aunt was stripped of the
paper bag and had to go on naked.

As the Russian army advanced, the Nazis preveitiedation of the Jews. Erika was
transported to three other working camps. It walg o Langenbielau, Poland on May 8, 1945,
that she and her mother were finally liberatedi®yRussians. Neither of them knew how to live
a regular life anymore.

Erika could not stay in anti-Semitic Hungary anét te go to Cuba with her mother.
Because she could not go to Israel to be with iamicée, the two decided to meet in the United
States, into which she was smuggled in by a p#otrhother paid off. After a lifetime of cruelty,
Erika was put on the FBI's Most Wanted list becasise came in illegally. She went into hiding
but eventually turned herself in when she got sickhe FBI arrested her and ordered her
deportation. Luckily, her family friends helpedy#dize her, allowing for her to stay in the
United States. She was finally able to marry lerdée in 1950. Her mother, who still lived in
Cuba, later relocated to Mexico. Years later slas able to come into the US and join her
daughter.

Erika currently resides in Los Angeles. She ispilgpmarried and has three children.
Erika is still religious and instilled a strongtfainto her children. One of her sons even became
a rabbi. After all the torture she had experiendetika never lost hope. She became a social
worker to help people. She believes that herigeligave her a personal guard that allowed her
to live through indescribable moments of sufferirigyika’s ability to move on with her life and
retell her story gives us hope for the future. Hionan being should ever suffer a similar fate.
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By David Puyandaev

The Loud Chair

Adam had never seen such worry in his mother’s, femesumed by fear and wilted from
tears. She was helpless, whispering to her chiltrahwar had broken out. It was September 1,
1939. Fascist Germany had invaded Poland.

On September 9, when Adam was 17 years old, figulésd the city of Lublin. His
parents told him to flee, so he joined a few youmgn with little food and almost no money.
They walked 250 miles south, and months lateryadriat Rovno: on April 16. A day later, the
town of Rovno was taken over by the Soviet Uniodas had escaped the Nazis. He was saved,
and he knew that he would go back and see his yaagiain. A few weeks later, he was given
that chance.

He decided to travel to Lublin. After a few days remite, the train he was on abruptly
stopped. The passengers were informed that theotgrwas occupied by Germany. Adam then
had the choice of walking to Lublin or returning Rmvno—he chose Rovno. Overcome with
fear and guilt, he nevertheless persevered.

Adam graduated from high school in Rovno in 1940thHe middle of the night, after
graduation, he heard someone knock on his door.nWieeopened it, he was met by Russian
officers and immediately deported to Siberia. Oa ttain, he met thousands of Jews, all of
whom were desperate to free themselves from thevelod of fate and all of whom were
beginning to feel disillusioned by their escaparfrine clutching claws of the Holocaust.

Adam had faith. He could not let it happen, let tiexcar take him away from the
possibility of seeing his family. He cried. He msted. When the train stopped a few kilometers
from Rovno, in the middle of a field, his despesatconsumed him. He longed for an escape.
When the boxcar’s door opened, he left the traut, o one else followed. It looked as if he
went to get some water, but he let the field ohhigheat steal his presence as he fell down. His
heart was racing. No one noticed him, not everstiéiers. Yet he imagined the bullets piercing
through his back. The train moved on. He rose upwvaalked back to Rovno. He regained his
freedom, but no longer had a family to share ihwit

Despite his escape, he felt strangled by the lb$ssdoved ones, the painful vestige of
the past. When Adam came to visit the house oftiishood in 1991 and 1994, he remembered
the chair on which his mother sat the day the wakd out. It was empty when he returned. .
Seventy years later, the wound remains open. Thg'slemptiness always reminds him of the
life he once had and the dear family that he lost.
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By Aminatou Dabokemp

The Name Changer

As Szapsa sailed away from the burning countrydisiant past clutched his heart with a
sorrowful grip and his name dissolved into the vgawkthe sea.

Life in Lodz was simple and sweet. Szapsa Najdiadt with his mother and father,
Benjamin and Yetel Najstadt. Born in Belkow, PolaBdaspa’s family moved to Lodz when he
was 10 years old. His parents both worked as brgdmethe industrial city and provided for
Szaspa and his six brothers. Szaspa would takediteys around the city, passing countless red
brick factories on his way. The wind danced throtigh trolley, ruffling his hair. Every year,
Szaspa anticipated New Year’s, his favorite holjdalgen he would be with all his family and
friends. Life was good, but no one could ignore thesion growing against the Jews in his
neighborhood.

He went to school in Lodz until 1939, when the Naniok over. Szaspa and his family
were given yellow stars that they were instructeavéar. His parents lost their jobs at the same
time that Szaspa had to leave school. With hisnisreut of work, he was forced to clean the
streets for the Germans. He turned 17 on May 10thad year.

The tension grew from bad to worse the year thedNazaded Poland. In the spring of
1940, Szaspa's town was evacuated, and all the Weves sent to the Lodz Ghetto. Wooden
fences and barbed wire closed them all inside. Vneng sectioned off from the rest of the city,
as if they all suffered from the plague. Nazis dtgoard around parts of the fence so no one
could go in or out unless permission had been gdarffriends and neighbors stayed in close
proximity of Szaspa and his family, as the heat stadvation rose rapidly throughout the ghetto.
Soon, though, the residents of the ghetto figunadtivat during the night, the guards were few.
Many brave individuals would go out into the nightforage for food for their families and
neighbors. It was difficult to keep track of whosweoming in or out of Lodz Ghetto. It was so
large, and it was easy to leave.

One day, while Szaspa was sleeping, there was acuation of the ghetto. They took
Szaspa’s entire family away, and he didn’'t evetizeat until they were all gone.

In months, the water supplies had gone down, aackttvere only scraps of food left.
The heat was unbearably strong and suffocatinggatt as if the sun had been pulled closer to
them so that it hung right on top of the ghettaghasquashing the barbed fence. People started
to go mad, diseases spread, and one year turreedternity.

Szaspa had been living in the ghetto for an ey and had to make a decision about
what to do. He was too familiar with the poor, arewded conditions of the ghetto and
contemplated the idea of leaving. There was noore&s stay, now that his family had been
taken away to a certain death. If he stayed, héhsigirve. In addition, there were rumors going
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around about Hitler's plans for the Jews, and tegen't very pleasant to think about. Death
seemed to be lurking around every option.

Leaving was a big risk because there was stillancé that Szaspa might be shot if he
were caught trying to get out, but staying in tihettp would most assuredly lead to death. The
decision was simple. What felt like a week lateraspa knew that if he didn't leave that day, he
would never get the chance again. There werembawy guards around that day. One way or
another, the chances of getting caught would nahgb. He decided he would go that night. He
went into his room and gathered a small pile ofhge and thrust them into a sack. All day, as
the minutes passed, his doubt and dread at thghhofiwhat he was about to do increased. The
butterflies had flown away and were replaced byinggvasps that stung and bit at his
conscience.

As the sun sank from the sky, Szaspa's heart hsaiahd noisily and seemed to have
swollen up in his throat. The air was a little @yahow, and the sun's heat could not pick at his
skin. He walked toward the fence and saw where beldvmake his escape. The sky slowly
changed from dark blue to black, and Szaspa rehltza@as time. He began to walk toward the
fence. While doing so, he picked at the cornerhaf trail yellow fabric and ripped off the
oppressive star. Crumpling it in one hand, Szabpawt it back to the earth. As he did, a cool
breeze ruffled his hair. Cautiously, and discreeB8gaspa walked past the fence, out of the
ghetto, away from the fire. Wafts of relief andeidem, accompanied by a bitter regret, filled his
heart. Now that he was farther away from Lodz Gheélzaspa walked at a more confident pace.
Shifting the small sack of his clothes, he headwdlie nearest town he knew. He didn't stop
walking until he reached Dachau.

The road crunched beneath his feet as Szaspa hehdrdyh the small town. He
recognized the small farm from his memories of gaiith his father to trade and buy food from
the farmer. The farmer and his family had been fafmiends. He knew he would be welcomed
here. He stepped up to the door and tentativelykexb

Szaspa stayed in the small farmhouse behind awaikinside of a hidden room. The
farmer and his family gave him food and water adl.vBecause of the danger that prowled
around outside of the house, Szaspa wasn’t alde twutside. He had to stay inside the hidden
room for about three years.

In the year 1945, Szaspa came to Bremerhaven, @Ggrntde was 22 years old. In
Germany, he found help from a Jewish organizati@t gave him food, clothes, and shelter.
Szaspa kept a low profile so as not to attrachtte. Life was better than in the ghetto, but he
knew that he was not safe in Germany. He wrotag@tint in Williamsburg, Brooklyn, and she
sent his papers to Germany. On May 11, 1949, Szasarked on a ship that would take him
to New York and away from the turmoil in Germanynd® he had arrived in New York, a
Jewish organization helped him find shelter. Betbeeend of that year, the name Szaspa was no
more.

His new name was Simon Najstadt. Simon lived alariérooklyn. He decided to apply
for citizenship in the United States. Once he watsinalized, he was able to get a job. Staying
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true to his family traditions, he worked as a betciNo news about his family had ever come to

him, and the days began to grow long. After becgnairtitizen, Simon changed his name again
for the last time.

Seymour Newstadt now lives alone in a communityeldiers in San Francisco. It has
been over 60 years since he arrived in New Yorke i$ia widow. In 1987, his wife, Ruth
Newstadt, died of cancer. His two grown childres lin different cities: daughter Joyce lives in
Florida and son Jeff lives in Berkeley. He hasanddaughter, Ruth, who is a freshman in high
school. Seymour cherishes every second of her coynpa

His mother, father, and brothers now remain a disteemory, but the painfully intimate
memory of the Holocaust will never change or faday
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Satomon PBerger

By Elexis Mann and ErinVChapman

Sol Berger the Great

On January 16, 2009 we were very fortunate to ke dfvthe twelve students to go to
Washington, DC to witness President Barack Obanrasiguration. One of the places we
visited on this trip was the Holocaust Museum beeane were touring as young leaders doing
all we could to learn about leadership. To uss thas the most fascinating part of our journey.
This was shown when the three hour trip turned smdours because everyone was so engaged
in the readings and pictures. Going to the Holstaduseum made the experience of
interviewing a real Holocaust survivor even greaaemonth later while back home in Los
Angeles.

As we entered the Tolerance Museum in LA, we feiremore elated knowing that we
were about to be in the presence of greatness.ni@pé¢he glass door gave us goose bumps
because we were experiencing the chance of antiéetiAs we sat next to Mr. Berger he shook
our hand and he began his story.

Born on October 28, 1919, Mr. Sol Berger was onghefnine children in his family
living in Krosno, Poland. He only had seven yaaosth of education until he came to the U.S.
He had five sisters and three brothers, and othade five sisters, four of them left Poland in
1920, two fled to the US, and two went to Germa®ne of the sisters who was in Germany
died in 1928. His story began by telling us thifat before the war was not easy for Jews.

“Most Jews wanted to leave Poland. Some kids edhtd leave so bad that they became
shoemakers trying to go to the U.S. and Israethatage of 18 you had to register to be in the
army. Between 1920 and 1928 half a million JevisReland. At that time there were spies
everywhere. In 1933 Germany was a democratic cpusntd after taking over Poland they
opened the first concentration camp, and took aswage citizens. The first attack occurred in
1938, the day now known as Crystal Nacht (nighthef broken glass). In 1939 the German
army attacked Poland, knowing that the Polish anmag no match for them. Eventually Russia
decided to attack Poland, leaving Poland betweerattacks of both Russia and Germany. The
west side of the country was occupied by Germanyevitvo million Jews were trapped under
Polish occupation. Being attacked by my own coumthad to go to slave labor with my
parents, my sisters, and my three brothers. AtheflJews between the ages of 14 and 25 had to
go to slave labor,” said Mr. Berger.

Mr. Sol Berger started an organization so that golewish people could resist the
Germans. After starting this organization, he wasested and after two hours of nervous
beatings, he escaped. After three weeks of hidiagyas recaptured. But this time they tried to
make him believe and practice Christianity, for 6ntins. This would have been longer if his
parents didn’t bribe the Gestapo to release him.
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“When | got out | heard about the ghettos the Blaat up. No one ever thought they
were to burn and gas Jews. In the ghettos we dalb tslave labor, everyday, if you did not
show up to work they would beat you to death. lslyily and | lived in the ghettos until August
10th, 1942, when the Nazis ordered for all Jewepmrt to the market place. My father, sister
and her family, three brothers, and | went to treeket place, which was surrounded by police.
The Nazis took away 500 people to the forestuiaiclg my father, where they were all shot and
killed. 1,500 other people, including my mothed aister, were taken to a railroad station where
they were gassed and burned. The last 600 peiopleding my three brothers and me, were
selected to be locked up in ghettos where there 820 people per room,” explained Mr.
Berger.

Two of his brothers, Michael and Moses, were takeiconcentration camps. Michael
survived and lived until 1994 when he passed away] Moses was murdered in the
concentration camp. He and his third brother Joste the only ones left in their family still in
the ghettos. They made a plan so that they canddlyf escape, but they knew that their identity
would have to change. Sol had to get a new namdanght false Christian papers so that they
could flee into the forest. On December 1, 19421 his brother escaped from the ghetto.

“We hid overnight in a Christian Polish place. eThext day the Nazis took away my
brother, and | never saw him again. Alone | esdapethe forest and | joined a Christian Pole
for 14 months. No one knew that | was a Jew, andlpril 1944 the Russians adopted me into
the army. At this time | had a different name asfirst two and in 1945 | met my current wife
in Poland. We decided to escape from Poland tegetith new false papers. We were married
two weeks later in Romania, Italy. Unfortunatelg were put in a displaced persons camp. A
little after | had my first baby, born in Italy @946 (He is now a doctor and a professor at USC).
In 1948, we all moved to London, England, unablegdoto the United States. We lived in
England for two years. | knew we needed a pasdpodross overseas so | returned to my
original name of Salmon Berger. We arrived in L..May 17, 1950 and established a new life
and new businesses,” said Mr. Berger.

“At the age of 57, | decided to sign up for comiyrcollege to finish my years of
education. This helped me later on become a stateesbroker. During college | started a liquor
store which was later on destroyed by a riot. tBat didn’t stop me. | kept on trying and started
a department store that was later also burned dloanother riot,” Mr. Berger described.

Sol has spoken now for 15 years and explainssitilisnot easy to tell his story in public.
He described how the pain never leaves and thamagles never stop. He now says that he
feels very privileged to live in the United State$he message he has to children is to keep
learning and without education we have nothing beeaducation is the key to life and success.
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By Kaila Fonteno and LaQoia Thor‘;lpson

William Harvey: A Man Who Has Seen It All

A man named William Harvey, born in The Czech Réjgusaid, "When you smile, the
world smiles back at you.” He is a survivor oethliolocaust. William Harvey is now 85 years
old and has two daughters and four grandsons. Heswas a native Californian, and died of
cancer 14 years ago. He also said “When you anycyg alone.”

William comes from a family of six, foagisters and one brother. William is the youngest
member of his family; he is ten years younger thigrclosest sibling. “My father had just come
back from World War I.” His father had gotten tseverely. When he came back his mother
was forced to support the family by sewing theatleés; she had worked extremely hard to make
sure that her six children had a good education.

In 1930 Slovakia united and became Czeokekia. It was not easy growing up in the
atmosphere of Anti-Semitism there at that time. Ik a very difficult time trying to
comprehend why a Jewish person (anywhere in thdédyveras not considered being a full
person or “human being.” Mr. Harvey listened tdlétigive his speech to the world about how
he was going to kill every Jew on the face of thaleor going to make every Jew he didn’t kill
live horribly by losing family members.

When William was a young child he made eiglen to join the army. A few weeks later
after Hitler gave his speech, Hungarian and Gerswdgiers came to Williams’s house. They
told him that his mother and his brother had fivieutes to grab their valuables and only those
that they would be able to carry. They were fortmdive in a ghetto; life in that ghetto was
unbearable.

Three weeks later, they were forced to travecattle cars that were so small they could
barely move around in them at all. They had treadbr three days without food or water; the
conditions were unsanitary. The children and &daeople were sick with fevers; many people
did not survive these inhumane traveling conditioAs old family friend arrived at the camp; at
first he didn’t believe it. He was starting to gealous that the people who arrived at the camp
were with their families. The old family friendltibhim, “Do not be jealous because the people
on my side are going to be gassed.” Soon aftat,tfan and 35,000 others were killed in the
gas chambers over a three day period while he ecked in his barracks.

They were numbered with tattoos and countedyeday. Before William was numbered he
was picked to work, and put into another cattletoago to a different camp. All that they were
given to eat there was soup, but had to sharetlt saven or eight other people. If they were
lucky, they received a piece of bread. William am hundred other people were housed in
barns, while working in a refinery. He was evetijueeturned to the concentration camp.
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He was put into another line to get numbered, bey tiad run out of ink. He was then put into
another cattle car, in which he almost froze tothidiae many others did. The officers thought
he was dead so they put him on top of the deadebodind to the crematory. One of the
prisoners realized that he wasn’'t dead, but cld$e.removed him from the stack of bodies and
put him into a concentration camp infirmary wheeerbsted and recovered. One image he said
he’ll never forget is of a group of people who aed at the infirmary after riding in a cattle car
without food or water... these people didn’t lookmat. They had bitten pieces of flesh off of
each other’s bodies to survive.

He was liberated by the Americans in 194% weighted 62 pounds at the age of 20. His
mother, aunt, cousins and their children were #il¢ one of the camps. Only his two sisters
survived the concentration camps. “For all of thgsars | have lived with the painful memories
of the Holocaust. It has taken me a long timeetrn how to go on with my life and to be

happy.”

A gquote that resonates with us from Reverend Maxiemoller, a Protestant Minister
from Germany and concentration camp survivor isy Germany, they first came for the
communists. | didn’t speak up because | wasn’bramunist. Then they came for the Jews; |
didn’t speak up because | wasn’'t a Jew. Then tlagye for the trade unionist, | didn’t speak up
because | wasn't a trade unionist. Then they damthe Catholics, | didn’t speak up because |
was a Protestant. Then they came for me —and eavas left to speak up.” Every one should
speak up for those who are not like them. In thyloun you will need them unless you like
fending for yourself. So stand up, speak up foséhwho are not like you. We were honored to
speak with and meet Mr. Harvey. His speaking upuabis experiences should ensure that this
type of atrocity never happens again.
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Meorris Price

By Kimberly Espinal and Wayne Almendarez

A Very Brave Survivor

Morris Price was born April 1st, 1927 in a couritnown as Poland. As a child, Morris
was treated better than his brothers and sisterause he was the youngest. He had two
brothers and three sisters.

At the age of 12, his homeland Poland was occupied three years later, he was
separated from his family other than his two brogh&ho were sent to labor camp with him.
Two of his three sisters went into hiding in Krakoworris' hometown. His oldest sister, his
mother and his grandmother and father were seny tava different camp and he has never seen
them since.

As life started to change for Morris, he notidbé cruelty of these people known as
Nazis. On some occasions, if the Nazis felt likghey would kill people for random reasons.
For example, they would kill people just becauseyttvere not standing in line. Around that
time, Morris went into hiding with two of his sisgefor one week because he had escaped a
ghetto he was placed in to find them and do ameldhbor a favor. In that period of a week,
Nazis had a final liquidation of Jews, meaning takensure there were no more Jews left in his
town.

In December of 1942, Morris went back to the ghet place where Nazis made Jewish
people live in, and did what he had to do to stasea To know how to identify someone, Nazis
would give Jewish people tattoos of a number. Mosas number 108262, which meant there
were thousands of more people other than him inahe ghetto.

In that same year, Morris escaped and met a péhsd knew where his sisters were and
he went with him. At night time the guy would lehiin to his sisters were. Morris found his
sisters and later went back to the ghetto. Marosced that some people were gone but he did
not know they were killed. Then Morris caught adiethat made him very weak. Morris knew
that if he became too weak, they would kill him.

In October 1944, Nazis walked him over to anotbemp. Throughout the walk,
American soldiers came and he went with them. ha&tage of 18, Morris was liberated with one
of his brothers, the other passed away, and hisstisters.

Morris, his brother, and both of his sisters werthe United States but had to get jobs to
continue surviving. Morris became a watch repairspn back in Europe before he left. All of
his brothers and sisters got married and he wasaiteéo be wed. Then, in 1950, the Korean
War came and he joined the army for three yeafgld for the United States, his new home.
Ten years later, in 1960, Morris got married and taree children. Just like Morris, his
youngest son was treated better, not because hthe/gsungest but because he had a disability
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but that didn’t stop him from achieving high goalslorris’ son went to UC Riverside and did
better than the students without disabilities, bette passed at a young age.

We appreciate that he had the time to teach giea deal more about what a person
who actually went through the time of the Holocaugbint of view is in such depth. We learned
a lot about the Holocaust, not only from the wdddhous Holocaust Museum in Washington,
D.C. that we visited in January around the tim¢hefinauguration of President Barack Obama,
but also from a very brave man, Mr. Morris Pria&e are forever thankful for his time.
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By Kathleen Poirier

George Brown’s Incredible Journey

| am fortunate to have interviewed an extraordimagn named George Brown. Not only
did George survive the Holocaust, he went on te Bvfull and meaningful life. Here is his
story.

George was born in Hungary in 1929. He grew uplateszalka, Hungary. He was the
youngest of four children. George lived with histhrer, father, two brothers, and one sister.
Although he grew up poor they were always takee odr George’'s mother was very religious
and attended Shabbat services every Friday ni@ebrge and his siblings weren’t very religious
although all of them were Bar Mitzvahed. Their mdtigrhood was primarily Christian, so
Jewish culture wasn't able to thrive.

George was living a fine life with his family unthe anti-Semitism started in 1939. At
first Jewish people didn't really feel victimizedRacial slurs were heard often but nothing too
drastic. Then the first anti-Semitic law surfaéedl939. Then things got progressively worse
and four years later George’s family was forcednfriieir home with very few belongings and
put into a ghetto. Ghettos were small isolated comities where Jewish people were placed so
they wouldn’t taint the rest of the population. dBge and his family stayed together in the
ghetto and lived there for six weeks in horriblen@itions. Then the ghetto was emptied and
George and his family were pushed into a cattleonaand sent directly to Auschwitz.

Auschwitz was one of the largest extermination canmpPoland. Auschwitz had two
options for those held captive there--work or dié.you were unable to work, you would be
killed. After a long ride in a railroad car witloiood or fresh air, George and his family arrived
at Auschwitz-Birkenau on June 2, 1944. Due todlhtesrible conditions, most people arriving
were sick and weak. George, his father and brstesre immediately separated from his
mother and sister. This would be the last timerGeavould ever see his mother. George, his
father and brothers were put in a line to startslection process. People were judged by looks
and physical strength to determine if the persos alade to work. If the person was deemed too
weak or sick- looking, that person was killed. tboately, all four of them survived selection. It
turned out that George’s mother was unable to witigefore was the first in the family to be
killed at the hands of the Nazis. Only two houfteraarriving at Auschwitz his mother had
already been gassed and cremated.

George told me that the only reason he survivedheaause of his father. His father was
an amazing man who always put his children firdis father risked being killed to insure his
children would be able to flee. His father foun@&wgpsy willing to help him and his children
escape. On the night of June 6, George and higyfarare taken with 50 other people. George
and the others were immediately put in railroads @rd sent to a labor camp. This camp was
heaven compared to Auschwitz. They were actuatlyafed nobody was killed at the labor camp.
It turned out that most of the people at this latenp were fellow Hungarians.
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Then one day everyone at the labor camp was fawedalk to a coal cart in below
freezing weather. The prisoners were not dresgseduch weather so many people fell to the
wayside and were shot or suffered severe frostb@éthe people who suffered from frostbite
were George’s two brothers. Once George and luthérs reached the coal cart they were
immediately on their way to Austria. They were tsena larger labor camp called Ebensee,
which was near Mauthausen in Austria. Once at Ed®nthey were able to work in return for
food. George knew his father was unable to do thkkwequired, and he slowly saw his father’s
health deteriorate. He was lacking nutrition aretiroal attention.

One day after George had finished working he retino his barracks only to find that
his father was gone. His father was his main soafdope in all this despair, and he was losing
him. George desperately tried to see him in thepltal but he wasn't allowed to visit. During
this time, George continued to work. One day whitgking on the railroad a man told George
that his father had passed away. George refuseelitve this man and continued to work.

That same day, George was told that the Americame wlosing in and all of the
prisoners were going to be liberated. George didant to get his hopes up so he didn’t pay
much attention. When George returned to the laborp after working, he was told by a group
of SS soldiers that they would be fighting the ng&y in a series of tunnels. Later on that night
an SS soldier pulled George to the side and totdthat they would not be fighting, the tunnels
were mined and if he went to go fight he would bied#. George heeded this warning and sure
enough the next day, which was May 5, he hear@xpésions in the tunnels. George’s eyes lit
up when we was describing this event to me. Heweag grateful to the SS soldier who saved
his life. That night, George went to sleep in b&racks with all of the other prisoners who
survived.

The next morning they awoke to see not one SSeuffit sight. This was quite strange
because normally there were always officers araonchake sure the prisoners didn’t escape.
George and all others didn’t dare leave for fear$i$ would come out of hiding and shoot them
all. Everyone thought this was a trick until akkgrulled to the front gate of the Labor camp.
From this tank, nine American soldiers emergedwds 2:00 pm on Sunday afternoon, May 6,
1945. As George was recalling this moment, hisd@ggan to fill with tears. | could almost see
his experiences in the tears running down his fa¢e.went on to explain that the soldiers came
into the camp and told everyone they were now fréeorge said, “those people were not
soldiers but angels in American uniforms.” George@embered one soldier in particular whose
name was Kelmer Moll. These men liberated everyionéoth the labor and concentration
camps. At last, the nightmare was over.

But what now? George was 16 and alone. Soon@fterge was liberated, he found out
that his entire family had been killed. George wWes$raught after hearing the news and tried to
commit suicide. He couldn’t imagine living in a ewithout family. He went home but found
that his house had been taken over by the comnsuared since the rest of George’s family
wasn’t coming home, he was not able to reclaimhioigse. It took a while for George to get
back on his feet, and eight months later, Georget W Germany and stayed there for over a
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year. Then he found out that Canada took in orplidler 18 years old so George emigrated to
Canada in 1948.

There he ended up meeting his wife in 1950. Thatyngarried the following year in
1952 and moved to Buffalo, New York in the hopeadbetter life. The same year they were
blessed with the birth of their first child — a sém 1956 their second child was born--a daughter.
George’s life was starting to move forward. Geodbggan speaking to local schools about his
experiences in concentration camps and urging petapktop hating others because they are
different. George said, “hate is what createdHb&caust--if only we were all colorblind. We
were all created in the image of God so why musheie one another?” George believes that
America is a wonderful country, in spite of the [pjems we face. He thinks that if we stick
together and work together, American could be teuggreat country. George stresses this to the
school children he visits.

In 1991 George decided to write a book, entitle&tirvived the Nazi’'s Hell.” He wrote
it in six weeks. The book details everything GeoByown had to overcome. In 1993 George
retired, and a year later he returned to Hungasptak to school children in his native country.

Today, George lives a happy and fulfilling life Northridge, California with his wife,
and continues to speak about the Holocaust. Neat lge plans to return to Hungary for more
speaking engagements. George continues to spezdud® he wants to ensure that this
monstrous event, the Holocaust, will never be ftiegg and those who lost their lives did not die
in vain.

This interview changed my perspective on the Halstal always knew the severity of
it but | had never been face to face with a sunvivbhe reality of it is shocking--to realize that
one crazed man’s pursuit of a “perfect race” cawssednillion innocent people to die. | feel so
fortunate to have been able to interview GeorgeMBroHis story is gripping and tragic, yet he
has chosen to share his story in order to openegple’s eyes to the horrors of hate. George
Brown is a hero in my eyes. | hope he continuesh@are his story with people everywhere
because hearing the stories first hand is liketherdearning experience.
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Senry ( Heins) Oster

By Erik Hayden

January 1945. Over one thousand of them were tiéntie open railroad cars like cattle.
The boys and men were packed tightly—sweating] @red shivering. They stared into the cold
steel of the elevated machine gun turrets. It bagasoftly rain and the train lurched forward.
Heinz huddled against the wall and gazed abovieeagitay sky. He heard the hum of the planes
and saw them come into view—they weren’t Germahe Allied planes descended through the
layered clouds, leveled, then fired. There wa®afehing roar as the planes twice strafed the
open cars of the already demoralized men. Thégdckilundreds of Auschwitz prisoners en route
to another camp. They strafed men who were un@abten, unable to move, unable to duck,
unable to protest the irony of their own death.indeould only slump against a wall and hope.

Heinz Oster, now known as Henry, was born in CodpgBermany during chaotic,
transitional times. It was 1928, the foundationsegublicanism were crumbling and the specter
of fascism and ascent of Hitler loomed in the riature.

In 1935 the Nuremburg Laws rattled the childhoogaing Heinz. Under the new Nazi
regime the German Jews were subject to a systerpaticess of elimination: they were
pressured to leave the country or compelled tageish basic civil rights and submit themselves
to Nazi supervisors. Only the wealthy few wereeabl escape or obtain necessary documents to
leave—the majority of German Jews were forced tamy with the Nazi regime.

Heinz was taken out of the Jewish school that kendéd, his father was placed in a
forced labor camp, and he was confined to a sroa#, bedroom apartment shared between his
mother and nine other people. These long days sokaily youth were spent looking out the
windows of his apartment. He was excited at tlospect of skipping school but bored with the
monotony of the restricted life. A yellow Jewidgharswas firmly sewn onto the breast pocket and
back of his jacket. Local Jewish grocery storesewsmilarly labeled. All other Jewish
establishments were forced to close or taken oy¢hd Nazis.

Heinz witnessed his neighbors, his family, hisrfde slowly stripped of their civil rights.
Jews were not subject to due process under theafmivhad no right to read newspapers, own
homes or automobiles. They had to abandon gokkrsdnd other luxury items and could not
use public transportation or even wander into aerdaeas that were not designated. Once or
twice a month his Father would come home to reshfhis forced labor assignment. A distant
uncle obtained an affidavit to immigrate to the tgdi States. Food became scarcer and Nazi
supervision became more severe.

On November 9, 1938, Nazi troopers erupted witsremd spiteful violence. Jewish
establishments and synagogues were burned antb lefin. Turmoil reigned in these streets
while Jewish families huddled in their homes. e thaos of these dark reprisals, shards of
glass—crushed shop windowpanes—glimmered like arystthe roaring orange night. “The
Night of Crystal” was the launch of Germany’s elaiion of its Jews and invasion of Poland in
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1939 and the subsequent establishment of a mudtwficPolish extermination camps to herd the
German and Polish Jews.

After surviving the British bombing of the city €ologne, Germany in 1941 the Osters
were forced to leave their overcrowded apartmehite SS troops and their snarling German
shepherds broke down the doors of the apartmetheilead of night and forced Heinz and his
family onto a truck headed for an assembly area.

At the assembly point Heinz and his parents werddteonto a train bound for Poland.
They arrived in the Polish Lodz ghetto bewilderad svithout any of their possessions. 160,000
Jews were shoved into a little over 20,000 rooifisere they endured the winter with little more
than body heat for warmth. Heinz’s mother wasddrto work in a factory that made iron plates
for the soles of the military boots. His fathewrked to reinforce and repair the ghetto fence.
Heinz tended the meager crops in the fields, hopingteal a few peas or beans during the
course of the day in order to dissolve them innhaaith at night. They were all overworked and
undernourished.

On Sundays the inhabitants of the Ghetto were edeinto attending the sadistic
“Sunday’s Entertainment.” Those Jews unfortunai@ugh to have gotten caught stealing food
or otherwise commit a real or imaginary violatioere publicly hanged. Heinz and his friends
watched the hangings with detached empathy—theyerea if they would be selected next.

On a particularly cruel day, six months after amyy Heinz's father was mistaken for
escaping past the ghetto’s fence. An ambitiougdyshot him as he worked. His body was
dumped in a hastily dug grave. There was littieetifor remembrance or ceremony during that
day. At night in the crowded, freezing room, sklangth 19 other people, Heinz, his mother and
the others would hold their own impromptu service.

Outside Heinz's darkened room he could hear Namt foldiers and SS troopers
cordoning off sections of the neighborhood, raidimg ghetto’s apartment buildings and sending
their inhabitants by truck to unknown destinatiom#einz and his mother had managed to avoid
two of these raids by sneaking up to an attic altbge room and lying flat against the darkened
ceiling beams. S.S. troopers who opened up the dtor stared into a still, deathly silent
chamber.

In the spring of 1943, Heinz and his mother welizegkin a ghetto raid and herded to a
train once more. Again, Heinz was unaware of histidation and strained to see out of the
boxcar to search for any discernable clues. Adesteral days of travel the train came to steady
halt and sat idle. Heinz could only see yellowfistds and strung wires. The train, waiting for
darkness, lurched alive again before coming tokanp halt. The doors were ripped open and
the train’s inhabitants were violently unloadedaatlarge platform.

Uniformed S.S. ripped apart male and female prisoaad in an instant Heinz’'s mother

disappeared. There were no parting words, no twmag, only a final glance at the German
officer with a swagger stick who separated the rmweth women into different columns. All he
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could do was dazedly march towards temporary biesrbaildings where he was forced to strip
his clothes, kneel and had his hair forcefully sthlsy Nazi technicians.

He continued moving. He entered an archway anddeased with a liquid that burned
his abused scalp. The shower’s water was strodgald and lasted only a few seconds. They
were rushed to the exit. They always were rusheédeftino time for prisoners to think. At the
exit was a huge clearing surrounded by a fence toextbuilding with an enormous smokestack.
A crematorium. The air was thick. He saw a graippeople dressed in blue and white
uniforms.

Bundles of miserably worn shoes, clothes, hatsjaricets were tossed to the bewildered,
shivering, shaved and stripped new prisoners. Hsiood naked next to a pile of dirty clothes.
He tenderly began to sort the clothes and exchaf@ekis approximate size. The men in the
blue and white uniforms, inmate guards, gave themwrsory nod then flatly stated, “Welcome to
Auschwitz.”

Heinz was not in Auschwitz itself, but rather i tBxtermination complex of Birkenau, a
mile away from the actual camp. His mother and-selected arrivals entered a similar looking
barrack. It was one of the gas chambers wheren¢ie arrivals perished the same day. He
languished in these temporary barracks. He wasntealthy enough to be taken in the
selections to the crematorium. So he waited. kel to get by on just a slice of bread and a
bowl of watery soup. He existed. Barely. He \watt others shrivel and die around him. He
was a starving fifteen-year-old boy with no edumatino family, and no experience other than
mistreatment. He had only his misguided feelingsape, which were just as useless as all the
rest.

B7648. What this number stood for he had no idayj that it meant he was to leave the
camp. Before getting the number excruciatinglyotzd in his forearm, Heinz had volunteered
to be taken out of the camp for “a purpose.” Alavith 130 other boys he was selected to leave
the barracks in the trucks outside. He was drteehe actual Auschwitz camp.

His, and the other’s, job was to clean, care fod amaintain the horse stalls—and
facilitate the reproductive process of the animal$e herded the stallion to the mare’s stalls
often and was kicked and whipped by the spiritesé®m They were annoyed by his presence.
He spent hours, sixteen a day, in the stables.cdd@ed, brushed, fed and cleaned the horses
and stalls. The most beautiful was a fiery retlistanamed Barbarossa, after the legend of the
German warrior with a ferocious red beard. Whewrated it looked like a Greek god’s statue. It
fiercely kicked back at its caretaker, young Heilis face was perpetually scratched and cut by
lacerations from the horse’s tail. Still he marthge avoid the death selections and was given
the job as an administrative runner in the camp.

The job of a runner was to stay invisible whileally delivering the daily head count.
He developed a consistent route to the drab adtratiiee buildings, a route that happened to
pass by the camp’s bakery. The smell of warm breaited to his nose and his mouth watered
as he ran past the building. A prisoner who workethe bakery perpetually tried to drop a loaf
of bread but Heinz was wary of a potential trape@ay hunger got the best of him and he
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lunged at the loaf of bread, felt its coarse textrhis hands, and ran straight into the chest of
the German officer in charge of the bakery.

He was caught and whipped. Heinz cried out in G&romder the merciless beating and
the officer steadied the whip. He barked at hird asked why he spoke German. Heinz caught
his breath and whispered that he was born in Gegrmarhe officer wanted to know where.
Cologne, Heinz whispered. The officer hesitatadntpulled the whip back to strike, then struck
hard at his own boot. The officer stood. *“I aronfr Cologne myself.” He grabbed Heinz,
screamed at him for taking the bread and threw dmto the cold concrete below the building.
He heard thuds of two objects landing next to hgrha slowly picked himself off the ground.
The loaf of bread and a tomato lay next to him.

In January of 1945 Heinz Oster was assigned tooaday death march toward a central
train station outside Auschwitz. German sheph#oiiiswed the prisoners through the snow and
weaponized vehicles prodded the boys and men tefaster speeds. The sides of the streets
were littered with snow banks and twisted, coldpses. Heinz tried to stay comfortably in the
middle, surrounded by the body heat and proteaifaine pack of men. Those who fell too far
behind the pack were mercilessly shot and left.eyTbhontinued this death march for miles.
Luckily, Heinz was young enough and strong enowugsutvive the march.

A thousand men wearily boarded the open-air boxcérghe aging train under the
watchful eyes of the machine gunners. The entrgmagre locked and the train lurched
forward. It began to softly mist from the gray skyerhead. He was trying to rest when he
heard the hum of the planes. The strafing began.

Heinz Oster stepped off the battered and strated &rs one of three hundred and eighty
men who didn’t die from the selections, the deatirahn, suffocation, strafing or freezing. He
had arrived back on German soil in Buchenwald, acentration camp that did not actively
execute its prisoners—they still starved or diesgiokness. Among its prisoners were political
exiles and notable German Nationals of worth. Hémguished in the camp. The deep thumps
of distant bombs and the meager encouragement fiisrsompanions kept him company and
alive.

Early April 1945 the mountain camp was eerily qui€tood supply had been depleted
and many Nazi guards had abandoned their postewAemained. Heinz slept and weakly sat
in the barracks, others did the same. He baraltina strength to move. He heard wails from a
comrade who was obviously hallucinating—he sawné tan the horizon garnished with the Star
of David. Heinz laughed at this feebly until heattea repeating Yiddish phrase yelled over a
loudspeaker. You are free. You are free.

The tank had crashed through the defensive empkmsnof the camp followed behind
by scores of African-American troopers. It was UG@neral Patton’s Third Armored Division
who broke through the lines. All remaining Nazi &8l guards had abandoned the camp. Red
Cross volunteers bringing food and medical resauveere on their way. Heinz Oster, who had
spent his formative years in a Polish Ghetto, Bigke an Auschwitz stable and Buchenwald
concentration camp, was finally freed. He vowedédwer step foot on German soil again and to
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this day has not. He is one of onlyl8 German-bdrildren found after the war in all the
concentration camps.

He was the beneficiary of good timing, blind hoped aa little confidence, maybe
defiance. That's all he can attribute it to. H¢ the Nazis break his body but refused to
surrender his mind. He had to preserve it. Heehadure.

Exactly a year later Heinz Oster was living in tHeS. His distant uncle who had
escaped the atrocities of the Holocaust had seendme in a Los Angeles newspaper listed as a
survivor and contacted the American consulate.nHeias one of the first Holocaust survivors
to leave Europe after the war ended. He embarkea small ship with tears of joy—qgrateful,
passionate and forward thinking. He has livechenWnited States since 1946.
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Werner ZLocb

By Jonathan Black

Werner's Story

On the drive over to Mr. Werner Loeb’s residenceedlized that | was anxious. Not
because | was running ten minutes late due to megtitbnal challenges, but rather because | felt
an overwhelming sensation, like a tidal wave ofdrigand specific detail awaited me across the
threshold of his front door. When | walked into \Wers house my brain was buzzing with
numerous questions. The anticipation and awe lafettut the opportunity hear from a voice of
Jewish history that endured Germany’s Nazis regimst have been palpable to Werner.

Every story has a beginning, middle and an encerAfaulting into the middle and end of
the story, it became evident that, to truly apm&ciWerner's story you must start at the
beginning.

Werner was one of two brothers. His older brothas worn in 1923 and Werner was
born in 1925. Shortly after, Werner’'s family moviedSteinheim, a small town in Germany with
a population of about 4,000 people. Werner redhklspresence of a “relatively large” Jewish
community in Steinheim that consisted of about 1&@ish people.

Werner began to recognize the discriminatory treatnof Jews in 1937, when he was
forced to go to Jewish boarding school becausesheahildren were no longer permitted to
attend German public schools. Werner was not abkeé his parents again until 1938 because
Jews were not allowed to use the train unlessweg given “special permission.”

Events took a turn for the worst on Kristallnaat,'Crystal Night,” November 9, 1938.
The SS destroyed many Jewish synagogues, bookeebsies, and rounded up many of the men
and sent them to concentration camps. Werner remenibat day clearly because he watched
all the books and Torah scrolls being burned asti®ol. Then he and all the other boys were
put on a train and taken to Buchenwald, a conceotracamp. Fortunately, the camp
commander refused to admit the boys, so Wernettendther students were sent home because
the SS had destroyed their boarding school.

When Werner returned home, his mother informed thia his father had been taken to a
concentration camp. Imagine, for a second, thatayeul3 years old - you have seen the books
in your school destroyed, the very books that alukzfgre set the parameter for your intellectual
growth. You have been pushed on to the train tdoga concentration camp, which by some
sparkle of chance, rejected boys from admittancesant you home. When you finally get to see
your family after a yearlong absence, which attélein seems like the better part on an eternity,
you find out that your father was sent to a conedian camp. Werner's father was released a
month later on the contingency that he would le&reecountry. Werner’s family found a family
sponsor in the United States, but the number tliew dvas too high to have any value in the
United States immigration quota system. Werner ihadstigated immigrating to Israel, but his
desire to remain with his family prevented Wernenf leaving without them.
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Werner explained to me his father’s perceptiorhattime. He had served in the German
Army in WWI and received an Iron Cross, the highesard bestowed upon a German solider,
in recognition for his dedication and sacrificeaa&erman soldier. After the war, he became a
dairy cattle dealer and built a reputable life ier@any. Werner's father had always been a
patriot, although he was Jewish, he was a Germasn&vs father never could have imagined
that the country he loved so much would turn on.l® we sat at the wooden kitchen table, |
could see Werner endeavor to place himself insidddther’s thoughts to understand how he
could have been so blind to the coming tragedy.

For part of 1939, Werner lived at home with his ilgnHe illustrated a picture of what
life was like during this time, in which the threat being Jewish encircled Werner's every
thought and action. Rocks were thrown through wiveloof Jewish houses, Jews weren't
allowed to own a bike, much less an automobilejosagvere off limits for Jews to own, and
grocery shopping was for one hour a week at a dated location and time. Jews lived in a
controlled existence - they were told when, wharel what to do, but never given the common
decency of why there were these limitations, othan because they were Jews.

Werner credits the next turn of events with keeging alive. He was sent to a Jewish
apprentice shop in Hamburg to become a machinist. Set of skills Werner learned at this
apprentice shop became invaluable. During this,tWerner lived in a boarding house about a
mile and a half away, a distance he walked eveyy The boarding house also had Jewish girls
that were sewing apprentices, a skill set thatdeekave the lives of many Jewish girls. Werner
continued to work there until 1941, when they ctbge shop and Werner was forced to return
home.

In 1941, Werner's brother contracted meningitis. tAis time, Jew or non-Jew, the
German mentality was that people who were mentaliyhysically impaired were not worthy to
live. Although Werner does not know what reallyppaned to his brother, he believes that he
was a victim of euthanasia in a German hospitalern&r knows that his parents received a
vague letter informing them that his brother hastldi

In July of 1942, Werner’s family was told, “Pack athyou can carry and make some
sandwiches, if you can.” Werner showed me someuggsta German soldier had given to him
after the war. One of the pictures was of the lgthe bus driver with his knee high socks on
top of the bus strapping on baggage of “whatevey tould carry.” Werner looked at the picture
for a moment and said we never saw that baggageagaa. Werner and his family were sent to
Theresienstadt (or Terezin) concentration camp.néferecalls that there were many Jewish
families at this camp and about 70,000 Jews atiore

In 1943, Werner's father died of starvation. Werwass then sent to a work camp where
he had to build a mound of dirt for a shooting ety hand. Werner was then sent to a labor
camp on the outskirts of Berlin. Here, 250 Jewiskftsmen were ordered to construct a secret
government facility.
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At this point in the interview, Werner’'s wife, Lilavho is also a survivor, came home.
Lilo was born to a Jewish mother and non-JewidhetatWerner left me at the kitchen table with
this remarkable woman to print out some documeeats/éinted me to reference after | had left.
Lilo recalls that her mother had died before alltloé tragic events of the Holocaust, which
seemed to bring about a sense of relief that héhenalid not have to endure them.

Lilo described how she was a seamstress and howashdeveloped a way to detach the
mandatory star she had to wear as a Jew. Lilo waed to work as a seamstress outside the
camp making uniforms for SS personnel. As Werntrrned to the kitchen, he said he used to
wear his star under the lapel on his coat. AlthoWwgrner's way was clever, Lilo’s technique
seemed to be more advanced. They both describedthwould be an awful idea to be caught
without the star. They both said that it was a #fel death risk, thus they responded in clever
ways that bent the rule but did not break it.

Werner returned to his seat at the kitchen tabtb wome informational the papers. He
handed them to me with the instructions to readptygers after | left. “Werner, as a machinist
building a secret government facility in Berlin fitve top SS officials, did you get any extra food
or privileges?” | asked. Werner responded, “No, ge¢ soup and bread.” | responded, “Like
goulash?” Werner smiled, “Like water and cabbadgjéd interjected a trade secret: “Sometimes,
if you scoop down deep enough you could get pieEg®mtato too.” | was amazed, watching the
interaction about the soup and other details ablmeit experiences. They pieced together the
puzzle of their first meeting at the camp bakeryimch Lilo worked, right around the time of
the liberation. They had two parallel stories aretevmarried in San Francisco in 1950.

Both Lilo and Werner give meaning to words like g@erance, courage, and
determination. They survived one of the most tragients in human history. They never knew
the state of the war, they never knew if help waghe way, but they never gave up. They had
no concept of how long their persecution would,l&stw much torture and humiliation they
would have to endure, and yet every day they faaumdhy to survive. Werner says, “There are
many stories like ours... There may not be enougkempapd pens to write all of them.” Werner
and Lilo’s memories of their early life experien@e a crucial part of the human experience and
history, which serves as a warning and remindehearest of us. Werner cautions that a human
life should never been seen as a number, causatitg, loss. Every human life has a name, a
past, and a future and until we recognize humaneyalhe world has failed to learn from
experiences like the ones had by Werner and Lilo.
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By Haley Katz

My Interview with Samuel Oliner: Holocaust Survivor

On Monday, March 16th, | interviewed Sam Olineh&thouse in Arcata, California. He
is a retired professor of Sociology who taught atrtboldt State University for many years. He
has written several books, both by himself and Wwithwife, Pearl Oliner.

Sam was born Shmulek Oliner in Zyndranowa, Polandl930. Zyndranowa was a
farming village near the Czechoslovakian bordehwpproximately 30 Jewish people before the
war. He had one younger brother and one olderrgisteed Feigele. His father owned a small
general store and was also a farmer. His mothest df tuberculosis when he was only seven
years old. His father remarried a woman nameddestHe and Esther later had two other
children together, a boy and a girl. Before the,wlae Oliner family lived a quiet life.

All that changed on September 1st, 1939. On tisibhe day, Germany attacked Poland,
triggering the beginning of World War 1l in Europ&ermany quickly captured Poland, and life
began to change drastically for the Jewish peaptaptured territories. Little by little, the right
of Polish Jews were being taken away. For exanipjy®u were age twelve or over, you had to
wear a Star of David to identify you as a Jew. Ppkaalty for not wearing your Star of David
and getting caught by the Gestapo could be deaslo, A you were Jewish, you weren't allowed
to go in certain stores. Jewish children were ioine@d to go to school with Gentile children.
Sam wasn'’t able to read at the beginning of thelveaause of this, but Sam spoke both Yiddish
and Polish.

At first, the Jews were able to stay in their ovomes. But as time went on, Jews were
quickly moved in to isolated communities called églos.” The ghettos were areas of towns that
were fenced off and isolated from the rest of tba-dewish community. The Germans forced
Jewish families out of their homes and said thayi@¢only take what they could carry. Food was
at a premium and many people starved or died &adiss in the ghettos. When Sam’s family
was sent to the ghetto, Sam would be able to soef the ghetto through a hole in the fence.
No one outside of the ghetto knew Sam was Jewisause with his blonde hair and blue eyes,
he looked like a Gentile boy. Sam traded such thiag pens, pencils and razor blades outside
the ghetto for food, which he smuggled back insimeghetto to feed his family.

Sam recalls one instance in his book where hisrsiBeigele, who was seventeen years
old at the time, was asked to report to Gestapaldqweaters. When they arrived at Gestapo
headquarters, the officer who told them to comeetlsaid he didn’t recall asking her to come.
After that, the Germans told Sam to go home. Feigels brutalized by the four or five German
officers. When she arrived home, she was sombetraaatito hide her emotions from her family.

On August 12th, 1942, mobile killing units calledtifisatzgruppen,” composed of

German and Ukrainian soldiers, surrounded the ghédtcing the Jews into military vehicles.
Esther suspected something terrible was going ppdrato them. In the panic, Esther told Sam,
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“run my child. Run away so that you will save yalf$S Sam hid in the attic until all the soldiers
were done rounding up all of the Jews. Then hedcestape through the hole in the fence.

Sam quickly learned the Nazis had trucked the Jews the ghetto to a spot in the forest
about nine miles away. There was a huge trenchrdtiye ground waiting for them. The Nazis
lined up the Jews next to the trench and the swldigned their machine guns on them. The
trench became a mass grave.

After all of the Nazi soldiers were out of sighgrd left the attic and escaped through the
hole in the fence. Not knowing where to go, he t@rithe house of his parents’ friends. The
woman who owned the house was named Balwina. Sekawavout Catholic. She took him into
her home and hid him. She said that Sam would havenow all of the Catholic prayers,
including the catechism. She changed his nameabhéfitting a Polish boy, Jusek Polewski,
and told him to go find work. Sam was only twelveays old. Sam found work tending farm
animals with a childless couple, the Padworskisp wid not know Sam was Jewish. On many
occasions, through quick thinking, Sam managedde his true identity from the Padworskis.

Sam survived many narrow escapes from having hestity discovered. One night,
toward the end of the German occupation of Polanaby about his age accused Sam of being
Jewish. This was in a German work camp, where Sauhother laborers were “drafted” to dig
ditches to slow the advance of the approaching iRagsnk corps. Sam defended himself by
going on the offensive against the boy, throwing élccusations back at him. A German guard
discovered them fighting. But because the barrask® so dark he couldn’'t make the physical
check that would have identified Sam as a Jewish right then. Taking advantage of the
confusion caused by constant airplane bombing byRbssians, Sam escaped the work camp
before the guard could check him.

Finally, the Russians drove the Germans out ofriebla late 1944. The Russians then
ordered Sam to deliver weapons on a horse-drawnvigthe front. Fearing for his safety and
not wanting to transport weapons, Sam escaped therRussians and made his way back to the
Padworskis’ house.

After the war ended in 1945, Sam found that nehidyentire family and relatives had
perished in the Holocaust.

After gaining title to land owned by his family arelatives before the war, Sam turned it
over to Balwina, the woman who had sheltered hieipdd him survive the Holocaust. Then
Sam decided to leave Poland. He traveled with soiereds to the American Zone in Germany,
in Munich, where he ended up in a displaced persangp. The British government decided to
take in young, orphaned Jews. He learned to reddspaak English while living in England.
With help from the Jewish benevolent organizatid@@amn found a distant relative living in New
York who ultimately became his sponsor and brodmmt to the United States. Sam was drafted
to serve in the army during the Korean War. Dutlimg) service, he was made an official U.S.
citizen.
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After being honorably discharged, he returned tovN®rk City and took advantage of
the G.I. Bill to go to college. He earned his Bdohe Degree from Brooklyn College, where he
met his future wife, Pearl. He moved to Califoraiad ultimately received his PhD from U.C.
Berkeley. He landed a teaching position at Humb@&i@itte University in the early 1970s and
remained at the university until his retirement.

Sam’s book, Restless Memorjdgings more details to his story. | admire Samrfot
only having the courage to talk about his tragiatiio but to subsequently write books and speak

to young people about those experiences. As thagaoes, by forgetting the past, you are
destined to repeat it.
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By Kyle Tabuena-Frolli and Elaine Tran

The Shape of Resilience

“Why don’t you come in?” he said, with a warm sméed twinkling eyes. Mr. Adam
Cintz had a story to tell. 1916 found a 6 year-@ldtz in Warsaw, living a hard life. His father
had died of typhus in 1906, and this loss, coupl#d the start of World War I, compounded the
family misery. There was not enough to eat, soZLamd his siblings had to work, committing
themselves to an underwear factory, and variousjalolsl like rolling cigarettes. “But we were
comfortable,” he claims. “We had bread.”

Strife and optimism helped Cintz find happineskisimeager surroundings. By 1936, he
had joined his uncle in managing their underweatofy, and was supporting a wife and son.
The absurd provocations of a senseless war reftssetlow him more than a few years of
security. One morning, in 1939, Cintz looked ot Window to see the Gestapo patrolling the
streets. “Today, we walk here,” they would announpeffing out megalomaniac chests.
“Tomorrow, we rule the whole world.”

In 1939, Cintz and his family were gathered aroand@mall stove that, despite its
apparent strain, remained a hopelessly insuffidmater. They were all living in the cramped
room that they shared with several other unforipa&iople. The Gestapo had rounded up all the
Jews in the area, and was shoving them into destjfioettoes. The ghettos were surrounded by
barbwire and anyone who went near the fence was sho

Each new day was stained with unthinkable, unbéatadrrors. Starvation, despair, and
suicide claimed multitudes. “They were sending foad to feed the people,” explained Cintz,
“but to starve them. And we were starving, but,hitdes Cintz, a definite twinkle illuminating
in his pained eyes, “I was very handy, you see.”

Cintz and a few others were making uniforms for @e&mans in exchange for the extra
food that kept his family alive. Circumstances vemed. Everyday, Cintz and his family feared
“transport,” the word that sent Jews to concerdratamps — a death sentence from which no
one ever returned. And one day, the dreaded wontec&intz and his family were being
transferred to Auschwitz.

After two days of standing in filth, locked in arlapacked boxcar, Cintz and his family
arrived at the death camp. Upon stepping down filmencompartment, they were immediately
separated. Cintz’'s wife received a violent blowhey head for clutching too desperately to her
children. Later, when Cintz tried to extract inf@ton from a coppo (a Jewish elder who
worked on the grounds) about the whereabouts otlhisiren, he was given a jeering reply.
“You see over there, that bonfire over there? Tdreyburning.”

After Auschwitz, after the months of a meager dietwatery soup and bread, frigid
temperatures, disease, and a perpetual dread dailessrbeatings and gas chambers, Adam
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Cintz and the few hundred that were left were madmarch to another camp. From there, the
Germans continued to herd Cintz and his emaciatgdenacious group from camp to camp.

Until the morning when Cintz spotted the approaghfmerican tanks, followed by
defeated German soldiers with their arms raisedelfoeir heads in surrender. “The Americans
tried to hand me a .45,” Cintz remembers with ackhej “but | just wanted to go home to meet
my family.” And he did. After returning to what wéft of his house in Poland, Cintz hid in the
bathroom of a train headed to Czechoslovakia w fiis wife. From the refugee camp there, the
resilient couple immigrated to America, where Cjritzie to his positive, unwavering spirit,
found work, supported his growing family, and cangd to survive.
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My name is Maurice Rosenfeld. | was born in Krak®sland in 1923. | am a Holocaust
survivor.

We were a quite large, close-knit family. My fathead three sisters: Adele, Leah and
Rosa. My mother had two brothers... one who emegr& the United States in 1900. The other
brother passed away as a relatively young mawving behind his wife Sarah and their twelve
children behind. Sarah made a living for her fanagya seamstress of sheets and pillow cases for
newlywed couples.

The tragedy of the Holocaust started in 1939 when Germans surrounded areas of
Poland and took the young men away to unspecifiedtions. They simply disappeared.

My family owned and operated a candy store on Stratreet, across the street from
the King's Palace. My parents rented the storeesjpaa building that was owned by the Catholic
Church. My mother was a tenant there before shemasied. She had rented it, as a young
woman, because her brother had passed away anehshed to care for her family and. mother.

One day the Germans came to our area and surrodhdegdwn. At the time we were
living on a street near a Jewish Theatre. The Gersot&diers went from house to house, taking
silver, jewelry... basically everything of value.

My cousin was living next door to us. The Germatasted yelling to him and everyone
else to get out of the building. Then one Germdlegdor them to go faster... so they all started
to run... and then the soldiers started shootirdjtaey shot my cousin in the back and killed
him. His brother survived, however, but was killatér on in the war.

It is difficult for me, after 60 years, to rememlakthe names and events that happened
during all those horrific times. So please forgiviey thoughts are disjointed or if my words and
sentences run on a bit too long.

As a sixteen year old boy, | was thrown in to aglam pit” with strangers. My parents and
all of our family had to move from Krakow to Wietka, where we lived for one year. Then the
Germans came again and deported all of the Jels.wbmen were taken separately. My sister
didn’t have to go with my Mother but she didn’'t wao be separated from her and so she went
with her. That was the last time | saw either oh¢hem. They were taken to a transport and
never returned.

My brother and | were together in a concentratiamp in Plaszow and my father was
moved to Prokocim, another camp. My father devedopesevere kidney condition and was
taken to a hospital in the Krakow ghetto. The tase | saw him there he was sitting at the edge
of his bed and praying for me. He died when thenta@s liquidated the ghetto... slaughtering
thousands of people by shooting them like doghkérstreets and their apartments.
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My little cousin of six, the daughter of my fathesister Rose, was beckoned over by a
German soldier. When she got close to him he pul#da gun and shot her in the neck. She
collapsed and started bleeding from the wound. Sdidier figured that she was dead and he
moved on. On the following day, a crew from a coniion was ordered in to clean out the
ghetto from all of the victim’s belongings and lgrithem back to their camp. My cousin was
found by one of them, a young neighbor boy namedf\Wdo recognized her and discovered
that she was still alive. He wrapped her up, putdetween some of the gathered belongings and
brought her back to her mother in the Plaszow gh#tiraculously her mother was able to nurse
her back to life. The little girl stayed hidden thevith her mother for almost a year... but then
someone reported that there was a child livingha block and the Germans came and shot the
little girl again.

My aunt Rose had three children when the war boke. two daughters and a son. The
oldest daughter, Golda, went off on a transpor\Wwer youngest son. Rose lost all three children
but survived the war. When the war ended, someoldehier that her husband was alive in a
concentration camp in another town. She hitch-htketthat town but discovered that he had died
before she arrived.

My Aunt Sarah, a relative from my Mother’s sidetbé family, lived close to us in the
ghetto. She was an angel. She was always asking sie could do me a favor... wash my
clothes, anything. When the German’s came to lag@dhe ghetto, she was thrown into a
wheelbarrow and then shot in the back of the head.

This was brutality beyond description... beyondidielGerman soldiers were shooting
young mothers who were holding babies and youniglrgm in their arms. Sometimes they shot
the mother first and other times the babies firgiu have to ask yourself where was the world
when this was happening? What did all of the righgedo knowing this was going on?

And where could we turn... who could we ask forpReThose we encountered simply
turned away or said that what was happening dicloricern them. And even that includes the
United States. When a ship of refugees came tbJi8e President Roosevelt had it turned away.
Soon later the ship was torpedoed by a German Wdwh400 people perished... including my
cousin, his wife, and two daughters.

| am telling you in brief the story of my familywill now continue telling my story from
the time | was in the concentration camp working3chindler... not directly for him but as a
prisoner, a slave laborer assigned to one of theetfactories that he ran in his camp. | was
working in the production of aircraft radiator r@p&ach radiator was assigned a certain number
of hours for it to be repaired... and we all hagluata that we had to keep. | found a method for
making my repairs go much faster which allowed mahare some of my time with others so
that they could reach their quotas.

| will now share with you, in brief, what we in tlwkamps had to do just to survive. | was
moved from Krakow to Mathousen, Austria and theStmier to work at the Daimler automobile
factory (the same company that was, until recenttypartnership with Chrysler). | was
“employed” as a slave laborer, on the productioe that assembled air-cooled engine. My job,
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at first, was to install the manifold. Then | waade a machinist and was assigned to work on
crankshafts... on a shaper machine that did thenbadg. Shortly thereafter the Allies bombed
our factory and | was moved to Guzen. There | vassgaed to work on rifles... drilling out the
long steel rods for barrels. That was unbearablék.wdurning hot oil that caused my hands to
blister and contamination that prevented woundsifh@aling. And then, of course, we had our
guota to meet. And when we failed to meet the queéawere whipped as punishment for short-
changing them on their production.

Our works shifts ran for twelve to sixteen hoursd aall that we were served as
nourishment in a day was one ladle of soup... whiak mostly water and, if we were lucky, the
peels from potatoes that were served to the Getnoaps... one ladle of coffee... and a small
slice of bread (one small loaf was divided into lix@eservings). After we were liberated by the
Americans, their soldiers asked us why all of tiledohigh corpses had no buttocks. We told
them that, in order to survive, many had turnedatonibalism.

As the war ended, we were scared... scared to .detitht other prisoners would start
killing us. And where could we go?... nobody wantisd We had no homes anymore... we had
nowhere left to return. Some of us did return téaRd in hopes of finding their loved ones and
many of those survivors were killed by the Poligople... brutally beaten to death. Lies were
told that Jews had killed a child so that they wiohhve blood for their matzoh... forty Jews
were killed as a result of that one lie.

It's an old story... blame the Jews for all of illeeof the world. One Polish citizen stood
up many years later and apologized for what hiswtgmen did to the Jews who had returned
home in search of their loved ones.... and that mas the Pope. But who did anything else?
England, in the years following the war, tried todkade us from entering Israel. During the
war, the U.Sclosed their doors to the Jews.

So what do you do when struggling through suchitiotrmes? All that | had to keep
me going was my faith. Faith, that one day I'llddde to survive and tell the story of what had
happened. All the atrocities, all that the Germdiaisto us, all that everyone falsely accused us
of, we still survived. And more than that...| ammietor over the Germans... | survived and | still
have my faith in my religion. | am a Jew.

In 2004, my wife and | traveled to Eastern Europé wisited Poland. When we were in
Krakow, we went on a tour to visit Jewish museumd #he old Jewish sector of the city where
many had died during the war. When the tour guadggung woman, was telling about what had
happened in that sector, my throat started to chsd | was choking with emotion. | had
suddenly remembered how, as a child, | was in pitedswvith scarlet fever and a nurse came
rushing in to me and told me to run because then@es were coming to move the hospital. So |
opened the window in my hospital room and jumpedrddwo stories to the street below.
Miraculously (or thanks to adrenalin and a convenple of sand) | didn’t break my legs. The
tour guide, seeing that | was upset, asked me whatwrong. | told her that there was once a
children’s hospital here. She asked me how | krfeat &and | told her that | was in that hospital
and that | had to jump out of it to save my lifeadAl mentioned all the rest...that | had to hide
out in an outdoor bathroom through a freezing aafght...and make my way back home for
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warmth in order to survive. We found out later ttied Germans came into the hospital, took out
all of the sick children and slaughtered them. Nemeived. | escaped in the nick of time and so
| am alive today.

When the Americans liberated our camp and sawfdhepiles of the dead, they asked
me how | had survived. | couldn’t answer. But ciatig thinking back about it, God wanted me
to survive and to be a witness to what had beee tioos.

There were six of us, all young Jewish men, whogditogether and left the camps to go
look for our families. As we went towards Lintzcay in Austria, | saw a boy coming in the
opposite direction who was looking for his familfis name was Fritz Tiberger. | recognized
him from school. | asked him if he saw anyone from family. He told me that my brother
Nathan was alive in Lintz.

When | found my brother there, we hugged and kissetlwouldn’t leave each other’s
side. He was suffering from gangrene that was uhierarm and on his back. The medical
personnel had inserted tubes to drain off the phankfully he survived and we and eighteen
others moved into a house. My brother did the cogkor us all... which was good because | had
developed a severe case of diarrhea and | neatlyfddm dehydration... Nathan nursed me and
fed me carefully so that | could survive and clossth.

Later on, when we had moved to Germany, the Iseaelly came to us and told us that
they were organizing aliya and so we decided tdogtsrael. That meant that first we had to
travel to Italy.

We made it to Modena, Italy, where the Israeli Armgs allowed to set up a camp. We
were then moved to Southern Italy so that we cdaddmore easily smuggled through the
blockading English military and on to Israel. Whiteltaly, we learned that two of my father’s
sisters had survived the war. One was living ingieh... she had survived by being hidden by
gentiles. The other survivor was my aunt Rosee. otfie had had lost all three of her children and
her husband.... she had moved to Belgium uponrgetirat her sister was alive and living there.

My brother decided that he wanted to go fight iraés for its independence. Before he
left he tried to explain why he had chosen to da-sosaid that if he had children someday, how
could he tell them that he stood by and did nothkig went on the ship The Altalena, the one
which Ben Gurion sank off Haifa. Nathan made ibitgrael anyway and joined the Army and
his group was the one that fought Nassar of Egypt.

| want to stop remembering for a minute and expkmmething to you. What is a
Holocaust survivor? A survivor is a person who, wihe dreams at night, sees piles of corpses,
their mouths open, their faces reflecting the paintheir horrific deaths and their voices
screaming and asking for help. Some of them, theirs extended, are pleading to be pulled
from their death pit. And these images cause mertember that in my wife’s last few years of
battling diabetes, she developed gangrene on lwr 8he was told that her leg had to be
amputated in order to save her life. Hearing thig went into a deep self-induced coma ... she
stopped moving and the doctors and psychiatristddodo nothing to bring her out of it. Then
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one day | received a call from the hospital thatwmig wanted to speak with me. She had come
out of the coma and decided that she wanted to twessrgery... she wanted to live. Surgery was
scheduled for early the next morning. | arrivedhat hospital that morning to be with her before
they took her in and | was called over by the nmlese who was caring for her. He said “Can
you image, your wife thinks that she’s in a concaiin camp. She’s crazy.” | told his she’s not
crazy... she’s re-living her past. | rushed to teem and found her lying there with her eyes
wide open in fear. She told me to save myself.cd’t run anymore,” she said. “I can’t go. |
can’t do anything. Save yourself.” | tried to calar down and it finally worked but she still
insisted that | trust no one and that | save myself

Such is the life of a Holocaust survivor ... livimgtoday’s world but still with a foot in
the past and memories always trying to pull yokbato the darkness of the horror and despair.

Throughout the years | was asked by people how Isadvived during those times. But
as | would tell them the truth of what had happerledy would stop me and tell me that those
were horrible times and we don’'t want to hear abbwnymore. And so, for many of the
survivors, the past was a closed door... neveret@pened. No one wanted to hear about it
anymore. And that included the Jews who had nat baeched by the horrors of the war.

So survivors only shared the memories with othewigars. We would have social
gatherings following the war and talk of what wel lsgen... what we had lived through. Near the
end of the war in Guzen, where | was, the Germansecin and slaughtered 500-600 young
Jews. Thank goodness some of us survived and tio/eadl the tale.

Another memory... the Germans had given us a lodiread that we were to divide
among twelve people but they didn't provide us wittnife to slice it up. So | decided to make a
knife in the factory. A German, who was behind @y what | was doing and thought that |
was making a weapon. When he went into the ofbiaeport me, | ran away.

Being a survivor, all that we have are memoriesemories of loved ones who we can
never hug or kiss or talk to again... memoriesholusands of slaughtered people, as far as the
eye can see. All of them screaming, calling outhfelp, and no one around to hear their cries ...
no one there to help them find their peace.

History tends to repeat itself. Today, anti-Semitis growing once again. The world
needs a scapegoat for all of its ills. It always.Hut we won't let it happen to us again. We will
no longer be victims to any people or any natiortloas planet. We have the same right as any
people anywhere ... to live in peace and prosperity

My thoughts now return once again to my last menwbnny father. There he sat, on his
bed in our apartment in the Ghetto, praying. Aruanl positive that before the Germans shot and
killed him, he recited the Shema. | can still hiein, even today. And that's why, when it seems
that there is nothing else left to hold on to, vesrdr our faith and we continue to believe in our
God.
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Cdy Lange

By Madeleine Jennewein

Leaving for Minneapolis

Not every Holocaust story is a story of concentratcamps or resistance. Some
Holocaust survivors are the lucky ones who gotjosit before the worst atrocities began. One
of these survivors is Edy Lange who survived alnzogear in Nazi occupied Austria before she
sailed for America on the Queen Mary.

Edy Lange never expected the Holocaust. She gmew Vienna, Austria, relatively
sheltered from the Nazi regime burgeoning nextddedy was born on February 19th 1923 as
Edith Sonnenshein. She lost her mother at a veyny age and lived with her brother,
stepmother and an emotionally distant father. Blesl a good life with school, friends and
family until the German invasion that would chamgerything.

On March 12, 1938, as the family celebrated EdytgHer’'s birthday, the German army
marched into Vienna. From this moment on her Wiuld never be the same again. In that
instant, her family lost everything. That nighgrHather's stationery store was smashed and
looted; the next day the owner was not her fatleabGerman shop-girl. In that one night other
aspects of Edy’s life changed forever too. Her hsghool, owned by a Jewish woman, closed
and Edy was apprenticed to a seamstress simpily berf time.

Immediately, the family knew that they would hawvddave Austria. Even as most Jews
stayed, refusing to believe the tales of death samagy’s father, motivated by a complete loss
of income, fought to get the family free. To stdipat that one perilous year, the family rented
two of their rooms to an opera singer. Miraculgudl was this tenant who saved the family
during that year by hanging a Nazi flag in the vand

Only a few weeks after the German invasion, Edynébherself standing in line for three
days simply to gain a passport. While waiting, Eal her father came up with an ingenious
plan to speed their freedom; they would write kstteKnowing almost nothing about America,
they picked ten of the largest cities and naivelgided to write to the mayor and Chief Rabbi of
each (unbeknownst to them, cities in America doheate Chief Rabbis). In complete secrecy
Edy and her father Josef wrote the letters, madiagh at a separate mailbox. In November of
that year, after waiting through almost eight menéimd many apologetic refusals, Edy and her
father received a cable from Minneapolis containondy five words but giving them hope
enough to carry the family through many more mowthgppression. “Help is on its way.”

Soon the family, barred as Jews from any form ahdportation, found themselves
walking miles and miles from their home in Vienrathe American Embassy. After two
attempts, the first thwarted by the foreign holiddyhanksgiving, Edy and her family received
their affidavit, signed by some unknown benevolemll in America. The family had to wait
three more months for their departure in late Fafyru Leaving behind family, friends, and
Edy’s brother they sailed off on the Queen MaryaahiNew York.
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When Edy and her family docked, they found a ned amfamiliar country, dissimilar
from their Vienna home. After one more week obdisnted travel, the family found its way to
Minneapolis where a synagogue had asked a congrem@ponsor them in. Edy received no
welcome but instead walked with her father from titan station into the suburbs to find the
house of the congregant who signed their affidatlere she was really welcomed to America
with a giant meal that she can still remember i day.

Even though Edy was lucky to escape Austria, thio¢tmst and the war formed a sharp
boundary in her life that changed her forever. yQmle day after reaching Minneapolis, Edy and
her father parted company forever and she wasdefage 16, to support herself. Edy soon
found a job in a textile factory and a friendly seun which to board. Edy joined many Jewish
youth groups, which allowed her to meet her fitsslband, an ensign in the navy. Sadly, he was
killed in the war.

Soon she met her second husband, Rolf Lange. Hiithshe had three children and
raised Rolf's two others. To this day Edy continde help others, perpetuating the values of
community service that she learned as a child. vttes regularly to servicemen and women in
Iraq and Afghanistan and to sponsor a Passover &adiewish servicemen.
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By Yasi Hatami and H::nna Hunt

Only the Beginning

The year was 1941. German Ayzinger, an upper adsen of Chenwitz, was only
seven years old when his mother came back froomtn&et one Saturday to tell the family they
all had to go to the ghettos. As they left thellayicloth satchels slung over their backs withirthe
remaining possessions, they had little time to tgethe ghetto. Upon his arrival, German’s
grandfather was asked to denounce his bible byvihgpit down and stepping on it. After he
refused, he was beaten by the guards so brutalyhd needed to go to a hospital. German’s
grandfather died soon after, leaving the Ayzingenify in mourning.

Their new home was like a prison, with high fenaed tight living quarters. The terrible
conditions were only exacerbated by the numbereoipfe forced to live under the same roof,
making German’s new home overcrowded. The only weaget in and out of the house was
through the cellar and a system of undergroundeisrthat led to neighbors’ houses. Along with
cramped living quarters, the Ayzinger family facedonomic hardships and violent anti-
Semitism. The merchants that came through the glodthrged unreasonably high prices for
food and other necessities, so many families liken@n’s often went hungry. A janitor in the
ghetto, along with his son, attached a nail toethé of a piece of wood and used it to beat Jewish
children, opening past physical and emotional weund

Faced with such terrible living conditions, Gernfyzinger decided to escape from the
ghetto and was successful after two attempts. ke ttme, he left by himself, and quickly
became scared, lost, and hungry. The only placeedlsy knew was his old home, but realized
his home wasn’t the same without his family. Hergueally went back to the ghetto, but another
opportunity to escape quickly arose. Word spreatthe@oghetto that the mayor of their old town
Chenwitz was asking former business owners to cbaxk to help train new employees.
Because German’s father used to own a busines#yager took advantage of situation and
fled from the ghetto. They assumed they would e satheir old home, but a former maid
bravely informed the family that her husband, a @dw Nazi, knew they had escaped. Fearing
the Nazi would apprehend them and return themegttetto, the Azinger family left their home
and spent years on the run. The family had to ggreat lengths to hide from the Nazis,
sacrificing their belongings and in some caseg thelth. In one instance, German’s mother had
to pay their neighbor with her remaining jewelrydrder to keep the family’s location secret.
Conditions were so bad that one time they hadde m a basement flooded with water. Times
were so hard on his family that when German's rsgaié sick there was nothing they could do.
They couldn't see a doctor and unfortunately hssesiended up losing her ability to walk
permanently.

Then in 1945 when the Holocaust ended, German Agziand his family came out of
hiding. German Ayzinger was then forced into thenyarto combat the threat of Russian
communism. There he helped educated military sugm: After he was release from service,
German faced many challenges trying to go to celléihere, his discovered his passion for
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learning and teaching mathematics. His love wasgquhslown the generations by his daughter
and his grandson.

Today as we interviewed German Ayzinger, he hasge lsmile on his face. A smile that

says he is a very happy to be who he is and howalelived his life. It is people like him —
people that always will see the positive side fef 4 that make this word such a wonderful place.
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By Ellen C. Ryan

“My Lost Youth”

My name is Marion Samuel. | am Czechoslovakianiofb | was born in 1924, on July
24th. My birth name was Miriam Farkash. | wasetalaway from my home in the town of
Dulovo in 1941.

The Nazis were occupying Hungary and we, in turerenoccupied by Hungary. They
took my whole family: my parents, my seven brotheand me. The country was changing from
Ukraine to Hungary to something else, like Russtagach time there was a change, there was a
new flag in everybody’'s window. The local, selfpamted officials thought they would keep
the town quiet by removing anybody who might inteef My father was a WWI vet who knew
the law, so we were among the first removed. Th#tyus on a train and took us to the Polish
border. At the border, my father went to the Huragaofficer to ask why they were doing this.
He said, “Are you Jews?” My father said, “Yes.”e daid, “Then you are not a citizen of any
country.”

From there, they herded us from town to town foe¢hweeks, along with about half the
Jewish population of the towns. The farmers wowthe out of the fields and hit us with their
implements because we were supposed to be thenriesie They killed the babies. They took
away the young men and killed them, like shootiigl fin a barrel. We walked about 35
kilometers a day with little children. They brougis to Stanislawow and kept us outside a
Gestapo prison for nine days with no food or watéinen we asked for water, they said, “You're
going to eat your children”. That was the Gestapo.

They put us in a camp inside a ghetto, a four gboiiiding surrounded with wire. It was
a lager called Rudolph’s Mille. They took everygadho was able to work, including my father
and three older brothers. To keep me from hawngptwith the others, my mother tied my little
brother in a scarf around my neck so they wouldkhiwas his mother. We heard later they
took those people away to dig long trenches, aed gihot them. They just fell into the ditch, and
people said later they didn’t know if it was seitj or if they were still alive, but it was moving.
When | heard that, | fainted. My father and mythess were among them.

We were there until April, 1942. They had takenfrasn home around the end of June,
1941. | remember it was before my 17th birthdayeyfed us once a day, hot water with some
wheat grain in it. My little brother died of hurrgel remember his little belly was swollen. |
became a helper in the kitchen because | was tlyepenson who didn’t have children or wasn’t
very old. The cook, a woman immigrant from Germapigked me. The very young children all
stayed together, and my little brothers were the@mce in a while the children got cream of
wheat and she always had me wash the kettles, kigawvould scrape out anything | could eat.

In April, they came in trucks and took everybodyagwincluding my little brothers.
There was no resistance. The trucks were cominggamg all afternoon. Our beds on the
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fourth floor were on sawhorses and boards. Weaihakr them and were very quiet. They came
to the fourth floor in the late afternoon, just dref dark, with the dogs. The dogs, of course,
smelled us right away, but as she came out, my engitished the board down on me so they
wouldn’t see me, and she went with them. | remenmingheart was beating so hard | felt the
floor moving.

My mother managed to slip off the truck when it wgetting dark. Somehow, she
survived, but it took her two days to walk back.e\Wied for some time to think of a way to
escape. We saw the horses and wagons taking digetll®ugh the gate to the Jewish cemetery.
Finally, one day we sneaked onto the side of oné¢hefwagons waiting to go out to the
cemetery, where we hid in the tall grass until higAnd then we walked. And we walked, for
close to six months, until we came close to thaléor A relative by marriage had written to us
that if we could make it to the border he would toyhelp us cross. He was in a group of
laborers forced to dig foxholes and clear roadstier Germans and Hungarians. At that point,
the Hungarians caught us, and once again we hasktour wits to escape. We hid in the woods
above the place this relative was and he foundHesshared his food, but was unable to help us
cross the border. Then one day | saw my fatherdream, saying, “Don’t worry, and just go.”
In the morning, my mother and | woke up, but wenttiday a word to one another. | never told
her. She never told me anything either. We stametking. We walked across the border
ourselves. If somebody had found us, we would teeen shot.

We had crossed back into Czechoslovakia, but it stdlsoccupied by Hungary. We
went to the police and gave our names. We expdhtdwere going to ask for a pardon for us
or apologize for taking us illegally, but instead &sked, “How come your husband and your
boys didn’'t come back? How come just you two woroame back? You two were prostitutes
for the Germans.” | was afraid to stay home alofbe day we were supposed to meet with the
police, my mother said she didn’t know where | was.

Somehow my mother got together enough money forfonea one-way ticket to
Kishvarda on the expectation of a job, which hadisteed by the time | arrived. Several people
were kind to me and helped me find work and plaoestay. | already knew my father wasn’t
alive, so | changed my name to my mother's Germaaime, Ausch, in hopes of evading the
gendarmes if they looked for me. Because | had bethe woods for such a long time, | started
getting all kinds of diseases. | got whooping dofigst. | had tonsillitis three times. And then
had malaria. In that city they had never heardhefaria ever. The doctor said | had to move,
for my own health. | went to Nyiregyhaza and sthyath a woman with two children, whose
husband was away. She was very good to me. Welikersvo sisters.

Then things started happening there. | was scaRamhple around me weren’'t so scared
because they didn’t know what was going on. | vedling them, but they didn’t believe me.
They thought | was making up stories. People sonestdon’t want to believe. Then | received
a postcard from my mother. A supposed friend tuddi Iser out for a few dollars. She just wrote
me that she was caught. | fainted. | don’t agily. | don’t get hysterical...but | faint. Soon |
was taken to a ghetto, next a work camp, and thegmsisent to Auschwitz. They put us in cattle
cars for three or four days with no water. | wagping a notebook of what was happening to
me all along, but when we came to Auschwitz, tfemkteverything we had - jewelry, all of our
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clothes. When we went in where they told us toldwad to leave it. The only thing | wish |
could have kept was my notebook.

We went into this building and from the ceiling wdrair clippers hanging; they shaved
our heads and our privates. We showered, and dpmyed us with some type of chemical.
From there we went to the front and were giveney-green prisoner dress, no underwear, no
shoes. Then they marched us by fours to the baresd if somebody got out of line, they got
hit. We were packed like sardines, thirteen taakbspace. There was no room for all of us to
stand in that place, but they had us stand in roiM®ur, morning and night, to be counted.
People were hungry and exhausted, and if somelzdigeél, they took them out and shot them.
We would stand for hours there sometimes. If aryf®ll down, they would be killed. For
breakfast, we were given brown water with drugstito keep us docile. So everybody was
going around just like they were dead. Once irhdeanthey gave us bread made from sunflower,
| suppose, and sawdust. Then, at night they gaweater in which they had cooked sugar beet
leaves. If you went close to the wire fences agharimeter of the property and touched it, you
got electrocuted.

| was among a few women from our barrack pickecdtday food to the next camp
because there wasn't a kitchen yet. The crematovias in the same camp as | was in, and as
soon as it was empty, they would fill it up agaiBo they went camp by camp. We carried
coffee and soup to the Czech side. The Germanswitnus, so we would very seldom talk to
each other because we were afraid. On one trgretivas such a stench, and dark smoke
coming up from a chimney, | said to the other girlyonder what that is.” | didn’t know...even
though | had been through so much, | still didmiblw. And | said to the girl, “I wonder about
that smoke, you see that barrack smoke?” She tdgdry anything, but the German who was
walking with us, our escort, said, “Dummbkopf! (Sidip It's your families burning.” Some days
later, they brought us soap. It was grey, ash:gréiiey were giving everybody soap, even
though we had no way to wash. The SS woman giviogtisaid, “Here is the soap made out of
the fat of your families.” They did it on purposetry to make you scared, petrified. That's how
it was in Auschwitz.

One day they had us undress and go outside nakeaievan SS man and an SS woman
were waiting for us with a big dog. They alwaysmivaround with the dogs. With a stick they
picked out two hundred people, including me, and &8 to build another camp that we dug out
by hand. They covered the roof with grass, sast Jooked like a little hill. When they chose
us, they took us someplace where we took a shawvezal shower with soap, and they gave us
civilian clothes. | got a pale blue flannel dresth flowers on it. It was an old dress, but itha
sleeves.

A German officer, not an SS man, came to watch arkwBecause | could speak a little
German, he took me to work elsewhere. | was scaneé@df my mind. As we walked through
the camp, he saw how scared | was. So he saicidWhat's your name?” | said, “Marion.”
He thought about it for a moment and asked, “MataNariana, are you scared?” | said, “Yes.”
| thought he had the intention of making me infmrastitute — young girls often were. | had on a
pretty dress, and my curly hair was growing badkrahree months. So he said, “Do you want
to bring somebody else with you?” And | said, “Ye$ chose another girl to go with me. She
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worked for him and | worked for a general, cleantingir boots and their rooms. | was never to
be in the room when he was there, or touch anythimgsn’'t supposed to touch, and they had a
radio. We were also assigned to work in the Séhkih. We washed the big kettles, we washed
the floors every night in the kitchen, and workedery morning in the officers’ quarters.
Another prisoner was their barber. He was in thatf so when we were cleaning the boots, he
was there. When he saw me, he said, “I promiseskeththat the first girl | see, I'm gonna ask
her to marry me.” | turned him down, but | intr@eéd him to my friend. They married a couple
of weeks after we were liberated.

The camps could not handle the number of peopldngpm. The crematory could only
dispose of so many bodies. As the overcrowdingsemed, they moved us to Lager Six for six
months, then they sent us on a death march. Wked/dbur abreast with a row of guards on
either side of our column. We were sometimes @aléo get down, to avoid being seen by
Allied planes flying over. Once when | did not neofast enough, a woman guard struck me
hard across my left breast, leaving a permanent séa we marched, we got fresh guards in
every town, but, bit by bit we noticed their nunmbeéwindle. They were quietly deserting. At
last, they ordered us into an abandoned militaildimg and told us not to come out for at least
two hours. When we started peering out after @myhour, they were gone. We saw instead
Allied Jeeps and a truck. We learned later they @en just across the river for three days,
which they had spent building a pontoon bridgee War was over.

Allied soldiers came at the end of the death marahfreed us on May 1, 1945. When |
was freed from the concentration camp, we were ptane in Germany. Czechoslovakia was
already free. And some military trucks came andl,salVhoever is from Czechoslovakia can
come with us and we will take you back to Czechast@a.” | was the only surviving member
of my entire extended family and one of only foew3 left from our town. After the war, in
August, | married a young man, Bernard Samuel, whe the son of my aunt’s neighbor. We
spent quite awhile in a Displaced Persons Campemm@ny, and, in 1948, came to the United
States. We had three daughters and a long lifetheg He was ill for the last several years of
his life and passed away last year. Two of our tHeerg live close by and the other is in Seattle,
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"

Is honored to present the stories of
Holocaust survivors
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By Stephannie D. Ramirez

The Story of a Man who Turned Despair into Hopeppiaess and an Appreciation of Life

Jack Brauns was born in Riga, Latvia in 1924, atdrigrew up in the city of Kaunas
(pre-1914 Russian name Kovno), Lithuania, southat¥ia. In Lithuania people were wealthy
in culture. His family consisted of his brotherptimer, father and himself. His brother, Harry
,was five years younger than him, and when Harrg @n the family shifted from speaking
Russian to German. Jack and Harry’s father, DrséddBrauns, was born in Zagarai in 1895, in
a Jewish Pale of Settlement. He attended Cologediddl School in Germany and received his
medicine diploma in 1922, to later become Chieth&f Department of Contagious Diseases in
Kaunas. Jack’s mother, Basia Patursky was bornga R 1896. She attended a French school
in Riga and graduated specializing in languagesoméng fluent in English, Russian, German,
French, Lithuanian, Yiddish and Latvian. She besdmown for publishing the first English
teaching book in Lithuania. They both met wherk¥amother went from Riga to Vilijandi to
visit her uncle. They married in May 1922, the saygar they settled in Kaunas.

Jack attended the Hebrew High School (Schwabekithmania. Before the war began

Jack had a very active Jewish life where he cetebrall of the Jewish holidays. Since the war
began in 1941, the Soviet forces then occupiedulitiea and closed down Jack’s school, being
replaced by Shalom Aleichem Yiddish School. Befibre war began Jack’s father, Dr. Moses
Brauns, had gone to Vilnius to be in charge of tiighh and containing the epidemic of typhus
caused by drinking water contaminated by sewade rilorning before the beginning of the war
Jack’s father called and informed his family tHa¢ epidemic was officially ended and that he
would be headed back home the next day.

Little did Dr. Moses Brauns know that the next dhg war would begin. When he
finally arrived home, he found out that the Gernrdamy crossed the Soviet border and was on
its way to Kaunas. Two days later, a driver, $gnthe Lithuanian Soviet government, arrived at
Jack’s house to evacuate the whole family fromrtheme. Yet his father refused to evacuate
due to the fact that he still had several patiemtsare for in the hospital.

“Everything was very organized,” explained JackheTGerman government planned out
how to settle Jewish people in the ghetto, whicls Yegated in the oldest part of the city. In
August 1941 the gates were closed, but things tiget any better. Living quarters were
calculated by the German government. Jack livetthénsecond floor of a three-story apartment
building. His three bedroom apartment was shaiddtwo other Jewish families; there was one
family per room. Life in the ghetto was very mucbntrolled by the Nazis. People in the
ghettos were forced to work in the city, and atshee time they took the opportunity to trade
some of their belongings for food and sneak itneeothey went back to the ghetto. The Chief
of Police was one of those people, who would ofteng food for Jack’s family. He did this out
of gratitude because Dr. Moses Brauns had savedlifineof the Chief's wife during
hospitalization at the contagious disease hospifdter spending three years in the ghetto, on
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July 13, 1944, the German SS found Jack and higyfama hiding place and took them to
Stutthoff Concentration Camp in Germany.

Jack was later separated from his mother and brathdie and his father were sent to
Dachau Concentration Camp in Germany. There hanbedabeled as prisoner number 84481.
His survival in the Dachau Concentration Camp wassible due to the things he learned from
his parents. His mother encouraged him to be flimrmany different languages especially
German. His father taught him the importance e&uliness. Jack learned how to stay clean by
waking up half an hour earlier than the othersléar his body with sand like soap to prevent
infections. He also survived due to multiple thdrige knew how to do. He learned how to be a
craftsman, he learned how to work with pieces o iand create things with them, and he also
gained knowledge in carpentry which benefited hgmvall.

On April 29, 1945 Jack was liberated at Dachau €ntration Camp by the United
States Army. To this day he still celebrates ttegt as his second birthday, as his second chance
to life. The first thing Jack and his father ditiem they got out was to look for his mother and
brother. They looked for their names on the bull&bards posted outside the camp with the
names of the survivors at other camps. Unfortupatieey did not see the names listed, but they
were both determined to find them so they signediouturn to Lithuania. Once Jack and his
father arrived at the airport they were put on safeaflights. Since his father was a physician he
was assigned to be transported with sick peopkck &nded up staying behind in Germany
because the plane he was scheduled to board wemgmagchanical defects, and so he was back
in Dachau once again.

Eventually Jack arrived in Budapest. There he gez®d a man named Dr. Simon
Dolnitzky who had worked with his father in the ge and he informed Jack that he had seen
his mother a week before and that she returnedltoug. Unfortunately he also informed Jack
that his brother did not survive the Holocaustndyat the age of 13 in Stuttoff. Luckily, his
mother did survive but all three reunited muchrateCalifornia. In Italy Jack enrolled at the
University of Turin where he studied medicine forgears and graduated with a doctor’s degree
in medicine.

Jack completed his internship (1951-1952) at StaBkth in New Jersey. He then went
on to surgical residency (1952-1956) at Lincoln pitad in Bronx, New York. His next surgical
training was at the University of Pennsylvania aa@demic medicine. He became a Fellow of
the American College Surgery (FACS). Jack accoshplil his lifelong dream to become a
physician like his father, Dr. Moses Brauns, anacpced in La Puente, California as a General
Surgeon.

After practicing medicine for 45 years, Jack dedide retire four years earlier to
recuperate the time lost in the concentration camyéen asked how he could forgive the
people that harmed him and his family, he answeMédy cannot hate people, it will kill you.
You can forgive but not forget.” That was his mation to write Recollections and Reflections,
a book of his life in detail. His kind heart israyable, refusing to hold any hatred towards
anyone. His perspective of life is admirable; wgsing such horrific incidents and facing severe
mistreatment and maintaining the ability to seepbsitive things in life is amazing. Instead he
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offers positive advice, to study and get an edooati“Always better yourself, as long as you
strive to achieve your goals you will be successtg notes. “Life is exciting,” Jack repeated
with a smile as he concluded his story. Jack noendg his time with family which includes his
wife, Joyce, his three daughters, Alicia, Janimg, Suzette, his son-in-law, Jay and his grandson
Joshua. He also loves lecturing to hundreds afestts and continues his legacy of appreciation
of life.
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SHorvard Brookfiold

By Si'mi Sardana

From West Germany to the United States: A Survi/&tory of Escape to Freedom

Howard Brookfield was raised in Darmstadt, Germaaygity once known for its
beautiful architecture. Howard lived in Germanyhahis father, mother, and two brothers. His
father and grandfather owned a lumberyard andwiith gave them enough money to afford a
comfortable lifestyle that included a maid. Life@ermany was good prior to World War 1l and
Nazism. His family observed all the Jewish holglayd attended the synagogue regularly.

In 1933 Adolf Hitler was elected Chancellor of Gamy, and it was not long until
Howard’s life would change forever. Darmstadt wasfirst city in Germany that began closing
down Jewish shops early. Howard attended parogh#e school and recalls non-Jewish kids
bullying him on his way home from school. Thislgulg was not the kind of rough housing
that normal grade school boys encounter; but thd ki bullying mentality that led to sayings
like “get a Jew, win a prize.” Eventually, Howaadd his family could no longer go to many
public places including the library and many grgcstores. Howard still remembers one kind
grocer who would sneak him a cube of butter and egghat his family might eat dinner.

As more time passed the situation in Germany wadeand Howard and his family
knew the only way to avoid inevitable harm wasdavie the country. The German government
began confiscating all Jewish belongings, leaviagyVittle behind. Howard’s family, like other
Jewish families, was allowed one container to sadirtheir belongings in.

In December 1937 Howard (at eight years old), alith his family, left Germany. In
those days in order to immigrate into the Unitedt&t you had to have a sponsor living in the
country. Fortunately, for Howard his grandpardnsn his mother’s side had left Germany for
the United States in 1932. His grandparents sigaedaffidavit assuring the American
government that the Brookfields would never be gogernment’'s responsibility.  Howard
boarded a boat leaving Germany, and seven days datged in New York on New Years.
Their stay in New York lasted only a day beforeythbearded a train that took them directly to
San Francisco where Howard'’s relatives lived.

Howard enrolled in second grade speaking no Engliskn his family settled in San
Francisco. Every Saturday Howard would go to tlies and within six months he was fluent
in English and lost his accent. Howard’s fathesuacessful business owner, now had very little
options for work. As Howard recalls, his fatherubbt a 1936 green Chevrolet with yellow
spokes, cleaning supplies, and went door to doderiofy cleaning services. Life had
dramatically changed from their days in pre warr@ary, but Howard recalls that his family
had to adopt the mentality thdtyou need to, you can do anythinddis family was able to
escape the atrocities of the Holocaust and makeaagful life in the United States. He and his
family lived on a corner three bedroom house in Bamcisco. Howard also served three and a
half years in the United States Air Force.
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Howard later met Miriam Fleischmann, also a Hol@taurvivor from Germany. They
married in 1953 and have lived in several placesuiphout California. They now reside in
Whittier, California where they attend Temple NemTid in Downey. Roughly sixty years later
Howard returned to Germany for the first time whils beautiful wife Miriam to try to recollect
their memories of their hometowns. Although Howesak very young, he clearly remembered
all the landmarks of Darmstadt, as he knew hishimghood like the palm of his hand.

As Howard sits and recollects the injustices he laisdwife faced during this time it is
clear that the pain has not gone away. He undeistthat they were the fortunate ones, but
there were many who were not. Howard’s fatheriepi did not make it out of Germany alive.
They were sent to a concentration camp where #lepng with six million Jews, died. Howard
is fearful of what is to come. He is bothered bg teoccurrence of genocides, wondering why
we have not learned from the Holocaust. He bedigmgorotecting our civil liberties, the same
civil liberties taken away by Hitler and the Naggime.

Howard is a man full of life. He lived through tbarkest time in our world’s history and
survived. He found his soul mate that sharesimda background and they have traveled the
world creating new, happier memories. Howard iw metired from the Los Angeles County
Sheriffs Department’'s Reserve Forces Bureau afteking with them on a volunteer basis for
thirty-one years. Currently Howard teaches compeltesses at La Mirada Senior Net. He is co-
chair of the Jewish Community Forum at Chapman ehsity, which hosts five lectures
annually. Howard has also resided as president ww@ synagogues. Howard, and his wife
Miriam, are valued members of their community ameirtstory will be forever remembered.
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Assemblymember Jerry Hill

District 19

"

Is honored to present the stories of
Holocaust survivors

Renee Duering Interviewed by Jessica Clary and
Gina Palomar

Helen Farkas Interviewed by Cathryn Dalton
Harry J. Kennedy Interviewed by Jennifer Thomas and
Awvery Phelan

Bill Rooz Interviewed by Alex Owens and Jake Nilson
Miriam Shlomo Interviewed by Georgialeen Hart,
Translated by Ioana Ioanovich

Acknowledgements

Jewish Family and Children’s Services of San Francisco, the Peninsula,
Marin and Sonoma Counties
Dr. Anita Friedman, Executive Director
Pauline Shulman, Volunteer Coordinator
Bobbi Bornstein, Volunteer Coordinator

- 107 -




Carlmont High School, Belmont, CA
Summit Preparatory Charter High School
Redwood City, CA
Todd Dickson, Principal
Elana Feinberg, History Teacher

Gabriella Safran, Director of the Center for Russian, Eastern European
and Eurasian Studies, Stanford University

Anda Gansca, Romanian Students Association, Stanford University
IToana Christina Ioanovici, Stanford University

Sandra Nicholson, Jefferson High School, Daly City, CA

Barbara Campbell, Social Science Department Chair, Mills High School,
Millbrae, CA

- 108 -




By Jessica Clary and Gina Palomar

The Fight to Stay Alive

During our interview, we learned about the hardshfs. Duering has endured on her
journey. Ms. Duering’s journey started when sherthe@avoice announcing Hitler was going to
throw anyone who was not his “standard of perf@ttiato gas chambers. She explained what
she had heard to her father, who did not beliea¢ dnything major would happen. Then, Ms.
Duering and her family began to travel furtherlaeffrom the dangers of being captured by the
Nazis. During this time, Ms. Duering met and mafrieer husband, a Jewish man, who swept
her off her feet. Eventually, the Nazis captured Msering, her husband, and the rest of her
family. They were subsequently taken to Auschwitz.

At the camp, the prisoners were desterilized, shaard tattooed so that they could then
be put in their barracks. As she was tattooed thighnumber 62501, the Nazi tattooist said, “Be
grateful you get a number.” The people who did get a number went straight to the gas
chambers. Ms. Duering was then chosen as one afnt@dundred women to undergo medical
experimentation. These experiments were lead bySBmuel Maximulem, who was in World
War | and worked with the Nazis. His experimentsuiged on cervical cancer. He tried to
desterilize one of Ms. Duering’s ovaries, but fdil® do so. Ms. Duering was injected forty-
seven times in her back with a virus. It gave hdisaase that made her throat swell up, so that
she could barely breathe. She lived in a houseemter person bunking above her died from the
same disease. She tried to notify the Nazi guarditadt happened to the lady, but the guard
would not help her.

During Ms. Duering’s imprisonment at Auschwitz, dheed in Block 10. On the other
side was Block 11, which was a bunker for prisomerthe concentration camp. Between these
two blocks lay her worst memory of the camp: thadkIWall. Every morning, people were shot
and killed at the wall. They were later taken away disposed of. Every morning, she had to
deal with death as others in her bunker would ltwkugh a peep hole to see the prisoners die.
When all hope seemed to be lost, a man came ugrtisdm Block 9 and said that he could help
her if she helped him. She was able to teach hgm Isinguage and the alphabet in exchange for
information about her family. Once this happendt: same upon a man that played the piano
beautifully. She said she loved the music, and khew to write notes. Because of this, she was
able to get out of the concentration camp by wgisgmphonies.

She kept a low profile for a time after escaping tamps, because she did not want
people to know that she had been there. She metnatimat had worked the gas chambers at a
concentration camp, instrumental in many Jewishihdea After being out for some time, she
came across a man in a park that had worked theclgasbers at a concentration camp,
instrumental in many Jewish deaths. He said somgtthiat moved her: “Those were the good
old days, when the Jews were among us.” Ms. Duesaid nothing for fear of the possibility
that he was another Nazi, trying to recapture 88e realized that sometimes, it is good to say
nothing when you have doubts.
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Heolen Farkas

By Cathryn Dalton

Never to be Forgotten

It is difficult to comprehend the nature of théaimanity during the Holocaust when six
million Jews were put to their death to satisfy tiee=ds of the Nazis who wanted to eradicate
Europe of all Jews. Anti-Semitism existed even kefditler came to power, but the extent to
which he would go to achieve his goals had far higey; devastating effects on many Jewish
communities. The survivors who have lived to shiaesr stories of suffering, loss, pain, and
hope have touched our hearts and we are fortuhatewte have been able to document their
experiences to ensure that they will always be rebezed.

Helen Farkas was born in the Romanian town of-®&ite in 1920. She was one of nine
children raised by a shoemaker and a housewifefddeer had previously served in the Austro-
Hungarian army during WWI before she was born. @&ligh her father spent four years in
America prior to WWI, he was unable to go backie US after returning home to collect his
wife. By then, Austria-Hungary had instituted aftdeand he was forbidden to leave. There was a
decent Jewish population in her hometown, and poidhe beginning of the war, discrimination
towards Jews was not prevalent. However in 194@mwRomania fell under Hungarian rule,
Helen and her family began to experience what wdelcome the first indications of a society
intent on isolating the Jewish people. Jewish feamifound their freedom taken away as new
laws were passed that restricted their rights, masing their jobs in the process. For three
years, Helen and her family listened to storiestlom radio about German atrocities being
committed towards Jews, but they were unable tepgttae reality of the situation. They watched
as the non-Jewish people around them started tevbethe Nazi propaganda that told of an
inferior Jewish race. How horrible it felt when pé® would stare at Helen as if she was
something to be feared. Then, in 1943, Jews weaxedoto wear the yellow Star of David on
their clothes. People then started to publicly Hiate them, forcing them to retreat into their
homes and remain in seclusion. Helen’s father b@ld “Don’t cringe or hide in shame... You
have nothing to be ashamed of. You are a law-adpidarson.” Despite what her father told her,
Helen and her siblings resented the isolation wet forced upon them. Losing all faith in the
“Voice of America," which they decided was just Amgan propaganda, Helen and her family
awaited their “Day of Fate." Unsure and afraid dfatvtheir future could possibly hold, they
lived in constant worry, while preparing for the ns

In 1944, a law was passed declaring that all Jgare to be placed in “ghettos.” In the
spring of 1944, Helen and her family were forcedetave behind their life in Satu-Mare and
comply with “the ones with guns." The despair Hefelt as she had to “put the lock on her
home and walk away” is ineffable. The devastatibnai knowing when she would ever see her
home again is a painful memory she has troubleessgpng. In an attempt to explain how she
felt, she told of her pets that she had to leavenoe She had a dog and a cat who she left with
one of her best friends, a non-Jewish woman namlkeal Julia was a little bit older than Helen,
and she was already married. A close friend offéineily, Julia spent a lot of time with Helen,
and she tried to help her family as much as shé&dc®ut Julia’s husband was a Nazi, so she
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wasn't always able to be there for Helen. Helen alas separated from her fiancée, Joe Farkas,
a famous Romanian soccer player. Joe was also Reansl had been serving as a cook in a
forced labor camp since 1942.

On May 2%, 1944, the residents of the ghetto where Helen terdfamily were now
living were told they were to be moved out of theeigo the next day and put to work in
factories. Helen stayed up all night weighing helohgings (they were only allowed to take a
certain amount of kilograms with them) and worryislgout the next day. Then, on May'®2
1945, Helen and many other Jews were packed imhotya cattle car and shipped off without
knowing their destination. Helen could not sendttel to Joe to tell him where she was going or
whether or not she was still alive, as no onegwen her old neighbors, would mail her letter for
her. She describes it as if she had “disappearethefface of the Earth.” Still, Helen and her
family were happy to leave the ghetto. They cowtlimagine any place more terrible. Little did
they know where they were to arrive next.

Crossing the border out of Hungary, Helen had mifigjsng encounter with the border
patrol. When the cattle car stopped at the borttexry accused all the Jews of smuggling
valuables and they demanded that they give thewr lge shot. Helen’s brother Andor, a tailor,
had sewn his last bit of money into the cuffs of bieeves. Afraid of being killed if he was
discovered with the money, Andor hastily cut opén dleeves and threw the money into the
border guard’s hat. However, he accidentally cig ohthe bills in half, and the guard, finding
the other half, demanded to know who still had ludilfa piece of money. Helen, afraid they
would shoot her brother if he was caught, tookpieee of money and gave it back to the guards.
For this, she was severely beaten, but she kneheihadn’t given herself to the guards, it would
have cost her brother his life.

Finally, after three days in an unsanitary andvced cattle car, Helen and her family
arrived at Auschwitz. As soon as they stepped ltdf ¢ar, they saw men in “striped pajamas”
with no hair. The camp was surrounded with barbed fences. German SS guards were yelling
at them to hurry up as they scrambled to get thelongings together and get off of the cattle
car. Residents in the striped pajamas were tedllhthe young mothers, including Helen’s sister
Ethel, to give their children to an older persomnflised, Ethel refused to let go of her child.
However, when Helen and Ethel went back to thetaaget the rest of their things, they left
Ethel's son Gyurika with Ethel's mother-in-law. Be¢ they knew it, Ethel and Helen were
being pushed off in the opposite direction from tést of their family, and Ethel was beat back
by the SS guards as she screamed for her child walsodesperately crying out for his mother.
This would be the last time Ethel and Helen wowdresee Gyurika, Andor, and their mother.

After being inspected by Dr. Joseph Mengele anelha® healthy enough for work,
Helen and Ethel were led off with a crowd of othgsterical women mourning over the loss of
their loved ones. They were forced to remove alth&fir clothes, and after being thoroughly
inspected, they were taken into a room where thengwhaved from head to toe and disinfected.
Then, they were allowed to shower. Next, they wgven thin clothing and sent off to their
barracks. TheirBlockelteste a Slovak Jewish woman in charge of keeping oidetheir
barracks, let them know that the dark smoke coroungof the large chimneys was the flesh of
their families.
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Helen remained in Auschwitz until October, whelee £ndured cruel treatment and
starvation alongside her sisters. They were ohlwith the horrors that were going on around
them and Helen was not allowed to contact Joel.afEialally, Helen and her friends were taken
out of Auschwitz and put to work digging ditchesdgereparing the countryside for an Allied
approach. As winter approached, the workers wereetbto labor in the freezing cold, many
people were freezing to death and dying of exhansthe feared for the safety of her crippled
niece, Irene. They’d managed to hide her defordrdyn the doctors at Auschwitz, but Irene
couldn’t handle being forced to do hard physicabla Eventually, Irene was put to work in the
kitchens, which allowed Helen and her family atdso sneak food away from the kitchen.

Then, in January of 1945, the Death March begatherts final attempt to carry out the

Final Solution as well as hide the evidence of Garratrocities. Himmler ordered that all Jews
be evacuated from the concentration camps and mover interior of the Reich. The SS tried
to burn down the remaining camps, but the Sovistsoglered the first camp at Majdanek in July
of 1944 and the evidence they found, an abunddot@rmg, personal belongings, and even hair,
indicated the possibility of mass killings. AlongetDeath March, the weak were killed and the
marchers were forced to bury their own dead. Masti d'om the cold, given nothing to sleep
under even in the freezing weather. Helen somehoanaged to survive due to her
overwhelming strength.

One night in April of 1945, while the guards wedeep in their tents, Helen and Ethel
managed to crawl away from the rest and roll dovmillaThey found refuge in a tool shed for
three nights, and then left to go find food. Thegd® their way back home by moving from
house to house with the help of very kind and helpktople. After a miraculous escape from
Nazi cruelties, Helen and Ethel made their way kac®atu-Mare. They found Joe and his best
friend Alex, and soon after Helen and Joe were iecirHowever, Satu-Mare was soon occupied
by the Soviets, and it fell under the Communisimeg But, in December of 1948, Helen and
Joe, along with Ethel and some other close relaitigecaped from behind the Iron Curtain into
Hungary.

Eventually, Helen and Joe moved to the UnitedeStand settled in a Jewish Community
in Milwaukee. They came to California in 1950 se &md Alex could play for a San Franciscan
soccer team. Helen and Joe have found happinegsrasigerity in America with their daughter,
Amber, and their granddaughter, Kailei. Helen habliphed a memoir titledRemember the
Holocaustand she speaks at many schools throughout the rdanisco Bay Area. Mercy High
School in San Francisco has dedicated a libratlyggm called “The Helen and Joe Farkas Center
for the Study of the Holocaust in Catholic Schddlsis Helen’s wish that her story be told and
remembered, and with her book she hopes to spreadeaess about the horrors of the
Holocaust and prevent future tragedies of its kind.

Helen’s story is that hope can exist in a worldl d& despair, despite the improbability of
her survival. Helen never gave up the hope thatdmeher life would get better. Even after
seeing her loved ones die and those around hesrstifélen’s will to survive prevailed over the
futility she felt at times to persevere. Helennglyt an inspirational person, and her story has
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inspired me to never take what | have for granéed to always be optimistic. Her story is one
that deserves to be told, and it is certainly dva is never to be forgotten.
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SHarry of Kennedy

By Jennifer Thomas and Avery Phelan

Dawn After the Night

“I was the cat’'s meow. You may not see it now, lwas.” Despite the brutal hardships,
Harry Kennedy faced throughout his teenage yeard, well into his young adult life, he
managed to transcend such brutality and becomecassful man in the United States.

Harry Kennedy was born in 1924 in Cologne, Germahyg.given name was Ernst Katz.
After spending five years in a German orphanageryHaas adopted by another Jewish family
and his last name became Kahn. Directly after kispaion, Harry moved to Mannheim, a
populous and urban city in Germany. Harry was ttaggsed in Mannheim and attended a German
high school, much like all of the other childrerhiis community.

The Kahns first recognized that trouble was stiyrwhen major inflation in Germany
started to become overwhelming in 1929. Four ykdes, in 1933, Hitler and his army came to
power. Almost immediately, Hitler installed lawsathmade all Jews wear a yellow Star of David
on all of their clothing and made shop owners hangtar in their business’ window. This,
however, did not make the Kahns nervous. They batighat the Germans would never allow
anything drastic to happen to the Jewish commuhiot.too long after, in 1938, Harry attended
a German high school in Mannheim.

Everything was completely fine until one regularydat school: two German
Schutzstaffel- or SS police as they are commonbwim walked into the classroom and called
seven names, Harry being one of the seven. Theedffithen told these boys that they were
expelled from the school and that they would faeeosis punishment if they ever came back.
No explanation was given to the young men othen timat they were being expelled on the
account that they were Jewish. As Harry turnedetvé, his professor told him that he should
avoid his regular route home, as there was a gbadoe he would be attacked if he did so.
Walking out of the building, Harry saw every otllawish student or faculty member leaving
with him. Every Jewish man or woman, student ofgssor, was forced to leave the school. As
if this wasn’t dumbfounding enough, Harry saw a vaonbeing thrown to her deathout of the
second story window by the SS police.

Then, the sudden shriek of bombs filled the airpffisers began to use TNT to explode
Jewish community centers, businesses, synagogodsh@mes. Even more shocking, Jewish
people who were hospitalized were thrown out ofrtheds — some were beaten prior to being
forced out. Harry’s mother, who had been hospiealiwith kidney issues, was expelled from the
hospital herself.

Scared and confused of what his friendly commuhég become, Harry quickly hurried
home. As he arrived, he asked his neighbors if kmeyv what was going on. To his surprise, his
next door neighbors, for whom he had always domeeshand regularly walked their dog, would
not even look him in the eyes, much less speaknto This is when Harry fully realized that the
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Jewish members of his community were being shurimedeasons unbeknownst to him. Harry
just hurried inside his house to escape the ndisxglosions and discrimination infecting his
hometown.

At home, Harry, his mother and grandmother fearbedtwvas going to happen to them
and their family. Harry’s father, who owned and igbed his own paper business, was currently
away in Switzerland on business. Harry's three -hesthers lived in Germany, away from
home. The rest of Harry’s extended family liveddarmany as well, but not anywhere close by.
Because of this, they had no way of contacting eaitier, especially because of the high
censorship the government was imposing.

A couple of day later, the Kahns worst fear becasaity. All of the Jews in their
community were being relocated immediately. Hargswvoken at two in the morning by his
mother, telling him to keep quiet and pack only wha desperately needed. Dazed and
confused, Harry threw his most precious belonginggessary clothing and toiletries in a bag.
As he walked downstairs, he found SS officers hapthis house for anything of possible cash
value. Harry’'s mother tried to take some of thedtongings back from the officers, screaming
that the precious family heirlooms were hers. Taorida shock, the officers only beat her off.
Harry longed to help his mother, but could onlypsémd stare, unable to move as he knew he
would too be beaten - or worse killed - had heltt® fight. As Harry and his mother began to
leave the house, Harry had to say goodbye to laisdgnother, who was being put on a different
train, with all of the other elderly men and wonwrthe community. For the first time in his life,
Harry’'s grandmother blessed him. In that final mamélarry realized he would never see his
grandmother again. Today, we know without a dohét the train Harry’s grandmother was put
on was taken directly to a major concentration cavhpre all of the elderly were immediately
put into the furnace to burn to death, or gassetkath in a gas chamber.

Harry and his mother then boarded the train, wiwels overpopulated with Jewish men,
women, and children. After a long and uncomfortaide, the train reached the German-Swiss
border. The men and women were unloaded and tol&®yofficers to get in line. Then,
everyone was sorted by gender, age and abilityak wEfficiently and mercilessly, everyone
was loaded off of the train and into the concer@ratamp. As Harry was in line with the other
men, his name was called and he was told to g@ sgecial SS officer immediately. When he
reached the officer, the man told him that theyvkreé his father’'s presence in Switzerland.
Because of this, Harry was set free to join hikdatfor reasons he still does not know today;
however, Harry’'s mother was not allowed to join hand even worse, he was not allowed to see
or speak to her before he left.

When Harry reached his father, he told him of what happened, and his father
explained to him that a German policeman had tatd ot to return to Germany, as he would
be killed. For about a year, Harry lived with haHer in Switzerland. They lived with as much
peace as they could muster, having been strippethef family, belongings, and father’s
business. Then, in 1939, Harry joined his cousitialy, where his cousin got him on a boat for
America, the S.S. Saturnia. Harry traveled alonArwerica, determined to begin a new life, but
not before he attained justice for all of the wrdoigpgs that had been imposed upon him and his
family.
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When Harry arrived in New York, he enlisted in themy. He volunteered as a
paratrooper, and was sent to Georgia for paraapsihool. Harry’s only demand to the army
was that he was enlisted in a unit that foughtreggahe Germans. Harry was granted his wish,
but before he left for the German war fields, hosnenanding officer advised to him that he
change his name, so that in case he was ever edptilne Germans would take him for an
American born and raised, and would not torture fiminformation. Harry agreed to the idea,
and took the name Harry Kennedy from his given nafriernst Kahn.

Harry was sent to Normandy, France, where he wagnally stationed in June. By
September, Harry reached the battlegrounds in Hall&ermany. As Harry’s jumped out of the
plane, parachuting to the ground, everything wenipkanned until he got caught in a tree.
Struggling fiercely to cut himself out, Harry sofound that he had been discovered and taken
hostage by German soldiers. Harry was taken to these camp where he was sure he would
meet his end. However, after the Germans readdggaps, they did in fact take him for a true
American. Fortunately, Harry spoke German, so hddcanderstand every word the German
soldiers were saying, however he did not darettthke Germans know that. Harry saw that other
members of his unit had been captured, and theg xeing held hostage next to him. The men
were not allowed to speak to each other. Then, dmtwihe screams of bombs and machine guns
firing, Harry was sure he heard classical musicodiog up, he saw a long line of American
prisoners standing, blindfolded against a wall. &ndly, the music ended.

After witnessing this, Harry was sure that if hd dot escape, he would too, be shot to
his death to the tunes of classical music. Comnatimig by eye contact alone, his fellow unit
members and he were able to pull a surprise attgek, rifles left on a nearby post and run from
the Germans! Harry ran “like the dickens,” followithe trail of dead bodies back to his camp.
Upon arrival, he yelled for his captain, and foumd in the trench. Although enthused that
Harry had escaped, his captain’s first words to miere, “Goddamn it, Kennedy, you late
again?” After fighting for several more months, \\dowar Il came to an end, and Harry and his
unit were sent to Frankfurt, Germany.

Glad to make it back to “the friendliest nation Barth” in 1945, Harry was determined
to take advantage of the land of opportunity byigetthe best education possible and becoming
a successful man. Consequently, he enrolled in Mevk University where he met his wife.
Since he had no money, or home, his wife was Hisnale support through college. Harry
majored in government, and after graduation, workedhe US government in Federal Health
Services. Harry has lived and worked all over thentry, including New York, San Francisco,
Los Angeles, Chicago and Detroit, Michigan.

As soon as Harry got to America, he began to se#ochis lost biological family
members. It took seven years of paperwork and Biggycbut ultimately Harry found that his
mother, grandmother, all three of his half brothemd everyone else in his extended family had
been killed in a concentration camp. The only sumg members of his family were his cousin,
who had helped him get on the original boat to Agaerand his aunt who lived in Frankfurt. His
cousin had managed to stay alive in a concentra@omp in Italy, and his aunt had worked her
way through the Holocaust as a seamstress.
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Although Harry was heartbroken upon this news, ttehgs past behind him and began a
family with his new wife after they married in Nevwork. Harry worked for the government for
over thirty years, and during that time, he raised sons. Both of his sons went through school
and college. One is now a school teacher, and thera staff member at the University of
California, Los Angeles. Today, Harry Kennedy is\&ars old and has several grandchildren
who love him. Even today, anyone that meets Hamdyknows of his story could not deny that
he is the cat’'s meow. Harry’s story, much like tbhother Holocaust survivors, was life altering
just to hear, and will be remembered for generatiorcome.
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By Alex Owens and Jake Nilson

Bill Rooz’s son came home from school one day,addireath. When asked why, his son
responded, “The other boys were throwing stongeeabecause | was Jewish, so | ran home.”
“Whenever a boy throws a stone at you, | want yoatop, pick it up and put it in your pocket.
You remember the boy’'s face,” said Bill. After schahe next day, his son came home and
emptied his pockets. Then, he took his son to tmaehof each child who had thrown rocks at
him, and asked their parents, “Why did your somwuhthis at my boy?” As the fathers stood
looking disturbed and embarrassed, Bill told thdd¢Hl believe this stone belongs to you,”
handed them the stone and walked away.

Bill Rooz was born in February of 1926 in the toafnBerehovo in what is now known

as the Ukraine (at the time, he was born a Czddten). Until he was six years old, he lived a
sheltered life with both of his parents, a brotaed a sister. He was enrolled in Czech school at
age 6 because there were no Hebrew schools inr¢laehe lived. His father and other Hebrew
town parents obtained a permit to open a Hebrewdolhere they lived. At school, he only
spoke Hebrew, at home, he spoke Czech, and in to&spoke Hungarian. Around the time he
was twelve, he was accepted to the only Hebrew safflool in the town of Mukacaevo, which
was 20 miles away from his home.

His father worked as a watchmaker, optometristy gweler. His family owned a
department store in which Bill and his brother heml these trades and worked in the store after
school and on weekends. One night, in 1938, whileigh school, the Hungarian government
overtook his hometown: he went to sleep a Czechvamick up a Hungarian. The Hungarian
government, strongly influenced by Nazi power, wrtw credit of the Hebrew high school Bill
attended. By age 13, he no longer went to schoghadft completing his education, Bill began
to apprentice his father in the clock making tradél age 17.

On March 18, 1944, Germany occupied Hungary, and many Jevdshpees came to
live in Berehovo. When Hungary fell to the Germansny Hungarians took out their frustration
on their new Jewish neighbors. The local policerdit provide any support. Bill and his friends
joined the Zionist Movement, giving them a senserade and identity in such a turbulent time.
“Rumbles” between local Zionists and anti-Semitentege boys occurred frequently due to the
torment the Jewish children were experiencing fitbi anti-Semites. Word got around that if
any Jewish boy was assaulted at any school, theuwtdvibe a rumble. These rumbles took place
almost every other Friday. Though he would oftemedome bloody, Bill could not help but
feel satisfaction for standing up for his familydalnis faith. Fearing for his safety, Bill's parents
decided it would be best for him to move to anotbem where his brother lived 100 miles away
called Miskolc. No one would know Bill as a “rumblehere. He did not know that the day he
left Berehovo, the only home he had ever known,ld/@lso be the last time he would see his
parents and fellow townspeople.

In Miskolc, Bill started his life anew. His oldbrother got him a job as a watchmaker, as
well as lodgings with a local family. As of April, @944, all Jews six years old and older were
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required to wear a yellow star on their outer gart®@bove their chests to show that they were
Jewish. On his first day with the yellow star, mamgople with whom he had eaten lunch
everyday were surprised to learn he was JewislocAl lorder was passed that all Jewish-owned
stores had to be closed down by April 25th. Jewisbpowners had to provide a list of their
inventory and a key to their establishment to Cigll before the end of the day. Prior to the
deadline, Bill's boss had asked him to hide somgheif merchandise with the boss’s friend so it
would not be seized by the government. Bill wowdthove his star and carry the merchandise in
a suitcase. On his third delivery, he was stoppedhe street by a man he recognized from
where he ate lunch everyday. The man was a menfltee secret police, and asked him why he
was not wearing his star. He made Bill open thécase, which was full of silverware. Bill was
arrested and taken into custody. A week after he tadeen to jail, his town was transformed into
a ghetto. He awoke in the middle of the night te #ound of explosions and learned that his
region was at war. In the early morning, not lofigrathe start of the conflict, all the Jewish
prisoners were woken up and marched to the traimost All prisoners wearing the yellow star
were transported to a big prison in Budapest.

Gujto Foghaz, the biggest prison in Hungary, hadwsngs — one reserved solely for
Jewish convicts. These individuals were sent frdmirt hometown facilities to this prison
because their municipality wanted to call themsgjudenrein,or “free of Jews.” Bill remained
at the prison for six months. On Octobef"18ill and other local prisoners from Miskolc were
summoned by the warden, who told them their towah fiadlen to the Russians. Since Bill and
his counterparts were awaiting trial (and thereftwad not been convicted of any crime), they
were “set free.” Under normal circumstances, Bildahe others would have been returned to
Miskolc, but the town would no longer take themtlsey were turned over to the local vagrancy
authority for deportation. The vagrancy authorigntied them over to the Nazis, so they could
be placed in a concentration camp.

At the Mauthausen-Gusen concentration camp, peisowere lined up and inspected
every morning. If they were not fit for work, theyere sent to be gassed. The prisoners were
weak and unstable, as the conditions were inhunBifieskilled in the trades, was valuable to
Nazi officials. Bill remained alive because he vessigned to the garment repair section for
purposes of repairing sewing machines. He was snded bymuselmannprisoners that were
so apathetic and emaciated that they looked likelxes. While in the camp, he spoke to no one,
even individuals that he had previously known ig tagular life. Bill was numb for most of this
time, but work kept him sane.

On April 5, 1945, the prison was liberated by Ama@n soldiers. Although the prisoners
did not speak English, it did not take long forrth&o discover what was happening. All of the
Jews we transported to the displaced persons carbmz, Austria, under the protection of the
United Nations. There, they were disinfected, ussked, examined, counted, and assigned to a
barrack.. At the D.P. camp (as Bill refers to Bj)l] was reunited with his sister and two cousins.
All displaced people were allowed to select thentguto which they would like to apply for
residency. Bill and his sister had an uncle livinghe United States, which made it possible for
them to move to Boston.
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Bill's story made the events of the Holocaust réddaring recited facts in about history
never allowed us to grasp the scope of the atescitidividuals suffered in the Holocaust. His
story brought us a step closer to understandingitreficance of how the Holocaust affected the
people who experienced it. He described the wayeliethroughout the whole experience as
numb, and it changed him into a person he stitbday. Bill explained to us how his experience
isolated him socially from the rest of society.|Bias learned to accept the factshilife, and
knows that he will have to live with them forevd@roday, Bill lives alone in San Mateo,
California and enjoys the benefits of being a \ateof the Korean War. He has many
grandchildren.

We are both very grateful to have had the oppontua interview Bill. He is a great

example of how someone can see the worst in huynand still be able to live each day with a
smile.
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By Georgialeen Hart, Translated by loana loanovich

"Six million people were burned in Auschwitz ancheét camps around Europe and
nothing can bring them back," said Miriam Shomlte3e words have resonated in my mind
ever since the interview ended. It is true thatstogies we read about the Holocaust will never
bring back those who we have lost, but the knowdedg gain from those around us can still
change the world. This is Miriam Shomlo’s story.n @ rainy, cold February afternoon, she
graciously told me about her experience growingrufRomania before, during and after the
Holocaust.

Her Romanian accent is thick as the translator heksny questions in Romanian. The
room, the translator and me bear witness to tieechfanging events that Miriam is about to tell.
Born on June 30, 1925 to a Hungarian father andradRian mother, Miriam Marioara Scharfer
Shomlo is the woman who sat before me in her liviagm in South San Francisco, CA.
Growing up in Beius in Bihor County, Romania, Miriclaims to have lived a privileged life.
Her father was a pharmacist and the breadwinnertHerfamily, while her mother worked
alongside her father as the translator for themRimian customers. They lived in a six-bedroom
house with servants and maids. Having only heattie@fGerman occupation through their radio
set, the Scharfers did not realize the extremitthefsituation until the day the Nazis arrived.

Upon coming back from one of their bi-yearly piarexitals in Arada, the Scharfer
family returned home to find that their house waméd into a refugee camp. Her father's
business closed on March 11, 1942. Miriam and &enil§’s lifestyle changed dramatically and
irreversibly on that day in 1942. The family movatb the storage house in their backyard and
slept on its cold concrete floor. Miriam and hestei were expelled from school and forced to
wear the Star of David. They were instructed topeuad their education and spent the rest of
their days in the storage room.

In July of 1942, the family was told to leave th&iorage home and transport themselves
by train to Ginta. They had twenty-four hours netito vacate the premises. From their
comfortable home in Beius, Romania, the home int&GiRomania was completely different.
Ginta was a village and they lived in an assignedsk with an owner. Their owner was a
Hungarian man. They crammed themselves into onebed Her father had to take money out
of his savings to build a toilet outside. They ugad lamps to light their way.

Unable to work or get an education because of Gerooatrol, her parents spent their
days in the house. They were not able to work ttebeducate themselves because of Romanian
and German laws against Jewish people. This mtuatroved to be difficult for her parents.
Because Jews were not allowed to go to school,aklirand her sister had little to do besides
stay at home. “Living without a purpose drove uazgt” Miriam explained. Because Miriam
and her sister were young, they did not yet undedsithe extent of their experience. She
remembers enjoying the snow and swimming with ottteldren in the Ghetto. None of the
children were allowed to go to school or leave dnea. She talks about vividly remembering
how every night they filled their backpacks witlottles and food in case they were forced to
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leave. Their parents told them to meet next tarithex. Other Jewish families living in the Ginta
Ghetto also told their kids to meet at the rivecase the Nazis decided to evacuate the Ghetto.
From the river, they could run into the forest k.

Since Jews were not allowed to own radios and #wespapers covered little, if any
information on WWII, Miriam’s family did not recegznews about the importance of August 23,
1944. This day proved to be an important day fomBRnian Jews. On August 23, 1944, not
long after Russia invaded Romania, the Romaniaremgorent was overthrown and Romania
joined the Allies. Despite the good news, the Huiamn owner said they should not celebrate
because the Germans were still powerful. But irdl ®iriam’s family was freed and allowed to
leave the Ginta Ghetto.

After their release, her father gained back possessf the pharmacy and after some
time they moved to Arada, Romania, where her fatpgned a new pharmacy and tried to
rebuild their lives. Her sister planned to becomeharmacist, but because of education
restrictions that were still in place against Jestg could not pursue her education and run the
family business. The beginning of the Romanian Reian also proved to be a difficult period
for Miriam and her family. Her father's pharmacysweot a privately owned company, and as a
result, he lost his business at the beginning @fRkvolution. He soon got sick and her parents
had become poor as a result of losing his busidMggam worked odd jobs to help her family.
She took a job as a typist to subsidize her familygtome. While in Romania, she married twice
and had a son.

When her son was older, he accepted a job in thiedBtates. Since she was unable to
leave Romania due to government restrictions, Mirand her sister escaped to Israel. Miriam
lived in Israel with her sister while she awaitegiws from her son. When her son became a
United States citizen in 1995, Miriam moved to tbeited States and has lived in the San
Francisco Bay Area ever since.

She may not have a number, but she has a storgréBeiy interview, | attempted to
Google Ms. Miriam Shomlo to find out informationali her life. Unfortunately, | was unable
to find any information. That is why telling Miridmstory is even more important. She believes
that “she’s lucky and she knows it” and that she dot truly suffer in the way that other
European Jews did during the Holocaust. She ispp@ated that she could not continue her
education and was scared that Hitler might occumy world, but still enjoys her life. She
remained humble throughout the interview, jokedhvitie translator and gave us chocolates.
Her life was forever changed by her experiencendutine Holocaust but she survives to tell her
story to a younger generation like me.
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By Brittany Blum

Gasping For Air

“No Jews have lived here! Never!” The door slamnsédt, once again barring Roma
Barnes from the sanctuary of her home. She staréoearont side of that door she knew so
well, the side reserved for strangers, while thabitants huddled restlessly within.

Roma had not always been a stranger to this honmieaa she continued to stare at the
curvature of each familiar crack running down theseth wood, she tried to remember a time
that she had been welcome in her own home. Shea f@lessure on her arm, and allowed it to
lead her down the steps and away from the rejettianhad plagued her so frequently.

She stumbled down the street of Obitza Bancovadordused blur of memory infused
with reality. She could hear the sound of gunslaois the screams of agony, which pierced her
soul. The noise made it difficult to distinguiskethound of her mother’s urgent and frantic pleas
for her to flee from the soothing words of her oslaughter, leading her purposefully away from
the destruction and hatred that had embodied loedilhistory.

Roma and her daughter walked past an old decrepditg, and immediately her ears
were bombarded with the sounds of crying, beggamg rapid prayers, spoken in low tones,
beneath the breath of desperate prisoners. Romheadaughter filed into the house of prayer,
where they had always felt so secure and safes&ethe bodies strewn across the bema, on
railings, and stacked in piles. The pressure oraharintensified as she was rushed forward. Her
daughter came back into focus. She was determmkzhve this all behind them and to return to
the world that now welcomed the two women. But wRenma tried to speak, the only sounds
she could hear were those tearful and choked fileasher father on that day so very long ago:
“‘Run, Roma, run!”

“‘Run, Roma, run!” The year was 1939. The place Wwasnblin, Poland. Roma
Rosenman was nine and a half years old. The gunsieérberated off the sides of buildings as
the planes soared over head, one after anothemdgea trail of blood in their wake. Consumed
by the horrors all around her, Roma barely notiadddlanket being thrown into her arms by her
mother. Her brother, Shmuel, screaming with feast aanfusion, clung to their mother and
refused to leave her side. “Get out of here, RdRue!” She ran.

The German planes continued to shower the stregdtsbwllets, leaving dead bodies in
the streets. Roma’s feet treaded on the small leyesing the earth, hairs sheared off sacred
beards full of traditions and histories. Roma fldawn the road toward the woods. She tried to
secure her hair with fabric so as to hide her ithenShe ran with her friend, neither of them
speaking. They put every ounce of their nine-yddrstrength into their survival. They needed
to get to the forest before it was too late. Tlkbimked sobs didn’t slow them as they were forced
to turn a blind eye to the bodies they tripped oVére gunshots did not stop penetrating the air.
Roma noticed that her own strained breaths wers hkEme. She turned to see her friend
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unmoving, a puddle of blood slowly enveloping Heoma could not stop. Bullets seemed to just
miss her as she ran through the trees.

Six days later, when her feet could carry her mther and the sound of the gunshots had
long since faded into the horizon, Roma collapsext to an outhouse. The cold that had been
unnoticeable in her frantic flee had caught up &o, land she felt her limbs screaming for
warmth. “Don’t move, or I'll bring the soldiers teerlittle girl,” uttered a voice from behind the
outhouse. A man, dressed in rags, appeared. Ha teadfying smile stretched across his face.

“Give me your blanket, and | won't tell the Germahat you are hiding, Jew!” Unable
to think of another possible course of action, R@®eended the blanket to the beggar, who
quickly laughed and ran off into the darkness @& slarrounding trees. Roma curled up on the
ground and tried to stop the shaking of her hatte silently drifted off to a lonesome and
dreamless sleep, knowing deep within that she waoelkr return to the life she had known.
Nothing would ever be the same.

She was abruptly shaken awake. She didn’t knowef Isad slept for a moment or for
days. She opened her eyes to see the figure airftbe hovering above her. He helped her up
and brought her, in his arms, back to Demblin, whas family had survived. He informed her
that after she had left, the community had beeonefbrinto the synagogue at gunpoint. Those
who weren't killed had been taken to work campsr hether, father, and brother were not
killed in the synagogue. They had been chosen ti&.woma felt a wave of relief wash over
her. She was finally able to appreciate the fabes, tshe now noticed, were staring at her
intently. To her right were her good friends andsins: Moinec, who was her same age; Sesha,
who was slightly younger; and Edick.

Her uncle explained that they had secured Poligiengaand that that very night Sesha
and Moinec were to be hidden. He then informednatr he was working on a plan to ensure the
safety of the rest of the family and that it wowldrk as soon as he put in place the right
paperwork. Roma watched a few hours later as tleeytwung cousins and their mother were
taken away to safety. She was again forced to wahdey of them would survive to greet each
other again. Weeks past, and eventually Roma beganderstand her uncle’s plan to secure a
safe passage to Sweden for the family. He hadquéther a passport for himself, Moinec, and
Roma, and they were ready to leave the constat# sfafear for a real childhood, a true
existence.

However, someone—Roma never discovered who—alére8S to the secret passports,
and Roma’s uncle was quickly shot in broad daylightl left in the streets. Soon after, the
family heard the sounds of an approaching roundibp.older prisoners were pushed into a line
and herded onto trains. Roma did what she had beructed to do so many times by her
mother: once again, she fled her family. She rarfi¥e days, the clear and disturbing details of
the last roundup plaguing her consciousness amefiray her forward. After the fifth day, she
returned to her home. She prayed every momenhéosafe return of her remaining family.

Upon her arrival, Roma was faced with an environnaiferent from the familiar streets
on which she had grown up. This place was surradirimle barbed-wire fences. There were
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vicious, barking dogs, the horrible sounds of degion and captivity. Roma had walked straight
into the newest Jewish ghetto.

Horrified at finding herself so close to the dangee had avoided for so long, she turned
to run back the way she had arrived. At that veoymant, two SS soldiers turned the corner and
stood directly in front of her. Their chatter sudesi as they focused their full attention on the
prey that had crossed their path. They walked nghto the horrified and speechless Roma, who
stood remembering the bodies strewn on the grouddtfze blood that flowed so freely in the
gutters of her home.

One of the men walked up to her and stuck his laifteeto the side of Roma’s head.
“What are you doing here?” he demanded in Germath, avvoice thickly drenched in hatred
and suspicion. Roma did not understand him, siheehad never taken German in school. They
repeated their question in Polish, and Roma ansivesith the most confidence she could
muster. She said that she was “just tending tehinekens and the geese.” She was able to speak
Polish without an accent. This, above all elseygdoto be her saving grace. She then stumbled
away from the officers and grabbed a stick lyingtig side of the road. She felt the weight of
the object in her bare hands and looked up to sedamily standing on the other side of the
barbed-wire fence, their horror and desperatiohegtantricately into each line of worry. They
met her eyes. There was a pleading desire to helprhall child. Yet they know that they had no
option but to pray, watch, and wait.

Roma moved away from the soldiers, slowly, anddeatn near the ducks, using her
sticks to poke at them, as if she were having #s bme imaginable. Every nerve in her body
was screaming for her to run to get out before thatshot erupted and her life ended. But
something deep within grounded her and kept h&ngithere, laughing at the birds at her feet.
The soldiers slowly began to move away down theestiturning back every so often to check on
the peculiar little girl they had miraculously jusiiowed to live. Once the soldiers had left,
Roma was able to sneak through the fencing ardundltetto to meet her family.

As time passed, Roma was put to work in the figldkin the ghetto’s parameters. She
would do basic gardening, planting, and pulling ese She was constantly hungry. Food was
scarce, if at all available. She lived this way fleore than two years, battling with the constant
fear of deportation, murder, and starvation. Shekea tirelessly to ensure her safety as well as
the safety of all the family she had left: her aunincles, and cousins who had also been placed
in the working ghetto. She would notice, day by,dhgt there were fewer and fewer elderly and
sick. Eventually, all who were left were the yousigand strongest, the ones the SS thought
could contribute to the work. Otherwise, people ldadisappear. Roma was utterly alone. Her
distant relatives were prisoners as well, but she ferced to become a completely independent
child, stealing her meals, working alone, and epmtecting herself from physical and sexual
attacks.

After two years in the prison of the city, the plopf Demblin once again heard the
horrible sounds that indicated another roundup. &as before, saw the opportunity to esca